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	1. Chapter One

Chapter One

Elsa looked out the window. She plopped her head in her hand, thinking about tomorrow. Thinking about Anna's birthday. Afternoon sunlight streamed in. Elsa had spent a good portion of her morning hashing out trade agreements and contracts with other countries. It had been dull, headache inducing work and she needed to think on things other than money.

Like how tomorrow her little sister turned nineteen. "Nineteen," Elsa muttered.

She couldn't believe it. She had missed so much. Her gaze wandered to her nightstand. Inside the top drawer was her gift to Anna. The gift she bought months ago and immediately disliked.

She had purchased a sapphire pendant necklace that would go lovely with Anna's eyes, but it seemed too small for Anna. Not price-wise, the pendant cost more than her first horse, but Elsa wanted to make up for the years she hadn't spent with her sister.

The pendant just didn't seem special enough. Elsa frowned. But what else could she give?

The door slammed open and Anna rushed inside. "Elsa!" she practically sang, "How was your morning?"

Elsa winced. She forced a smile. "It was fine, Anna. How was yours?"

Anna knelt next to Elsa, her skirts bunching beneath her legs. "Great! I got into a snowball fight with Olaf. I swear he wins every time."

"You do look a little worse for the wear." Elsa eyed her little sister. Anna's once clean red dress had water stains all over the bodice and back. The hems had ripped a little, fraying at the ends.

Sometimes, Elsa envied her little sister's ability to play. Other times – Elsa's gaze lingered on the clumps of dirt and twigs and snow in Anna's hair – she didn't envy it at all. How long would it take her to comb all that out?

"And he would win, since he's made of snow." Elsa got up, ruffled around in her closet for a moment and picked up a spare robe. She threw it at Anna. "Now go change before you make a mess."

Anna caught the robe and wandered into the adjacent bathroom. Her voice came out muffled.

"Snow and your magic! Have you tried to create any other creatures?"

Elsa sat back down, smoothening out her dress. It seemed an odd thing to bring up. They had never really spoken about Olaf before. "What? Anna, don't say such silly things."

"What, you created a snowman and he came to life." Anna's red dress flew out of the bathroom, crumpling beside the bed. "Why not build a puppy? Or a duck?"

"Anna…" Her sister could be so strange. She tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear.

Anna appeared, wrapped up snug in Elsa's robes, blue with white trim. She left her dress on the floor. "Or a dragon?" She beamed. "Wouldn't it be great to have a dragon around?"

"Dragons aren't real. They're from fairytales." Elsa rolled her eyes. A dragon. Honestly. When had her sister gotten into that kind of mythology? Then again, Anna did spend a lot of time with Kristoff's family of trolls. Who knew what kind of stories they told her. And Elsa had just rekindled her and Anna's relationship last year. There were probably a lot of things she didn't know about her sister just yet.

Anna poked her in the side, drawing her attention. Anna smiled broader. "I bet it could guard the castle."

Elsa sighed. "Anna, they aren't real."

"But they could be. Have you been everywhere in the world?" Leaning forward, Anna made a grand gesture, her arms sweeping the room. She rambled on. "No. So somewhere they could be real. Bulda told me a story about them anyway, how there are trolls on the far islands that swear they've seen dragons. And yours wouldn't even have to be a very big dragon with scary teeth. It could be a little one, a tiny one. Miniature even."

"Anna!" Elsa's anger slipped out. The air grew colder. She already had a tough morning, bickering with her staff and negotiating with dignitaries, she didn't want to deal with her sister's wild fantasies, too.

"Okay, okay." Anna's smile slipped and she lowered her hands. "It was just a suggestion."

"I know." Elsa took a deep breath. The air warmed. "Look, I don't know how I built Olaf, I just did."

"Why not try again?" Anna shrugged.

Her sister was always so intense. Elsa clasped her hands on her lap. "I see no need to create other things. There are plenty of creatures already here in Arendelle."

Anna nodded. She took a deep breath, then blew it out again. "Well, I would love one." She wrinkled her nose and nudged Elsa. "And you know… my birthday is tomorrow. A tiny dragon would make a perfect gift for someone special!"

Elsa laughed softly. Some hint. "Now if only I knew who that special someone was…" Elsa murmured, giving her sister a small smile.

"You know what something else great would be?" Anna flopped back on the bed.

"What?"

"A snowstorm."

Elsa's smile widened as she waved her hand. Snow drifted past her window. Anna grinned.

Snow she could do… but dragons? Who knew where Anna came up with such ideas?

* * *

><p>"Come on," Astrid muttered, backing up from the Monstrous Nightmare.<p>

Its green scales flashed in the sunlight. Its bright yellow eyes narrowed. A puff of smoke curled from its mouth, drifting past its formidable row of teeth. The Nightmare crawled closer to her, its wings scratching the ground.

Astrid halted. Her heart pounded in her chest and she tried to ignore the sweat building up on the back of her neck. No matter how many times she worked with dragons, they always scared her at first. Even with her Deadly Nadder, Stormfly, crouched behind her, she still feared the Nightmare.

Usually she'd just hide this fear behind a battle cry, but this was not the time, nor the dragon, to do it. If she wanted to tame this dragon, they couldn't fight it. They'd have to do it peacefully.

This probably wasn't the best place to confront the dragon. In a valley surrounded by very burnable trees. And so close to Berk, only a few minutes ride away. But she had found no other chance.

The Nightmare snaked its great head closer. Closer. So close Astrid felt its breath hot on her face and the scent of burnt coals it carried. She sifted through her knowledge of Monstrous Nightmares, how their most dangerous aspect is their fire jackets, the ability to engulf themselves in flame.

"I can do this. I've got this," she whispered mostly to herself but partly to Stormfly, too, who had started rumbling.

There were two ways to stop the attack. Grab the dragon by its horns and pin it to the ground. Her way. Or, touch the dragon. Hiccup's way. Pain spiked through her chest at the thought. Idiot. Now was not the time for being sentimental. Not when facing a dragon. Out of respect, though, she'd try his way first.

She shifted some of her weight to her back leg, readying to leap. Unless things went up in flames. Stormfly inched closer, into Astrid's line of sight. Too close to the other dragon.

"No," Astrid murmured.

Stormfly cocked her massive head, her nose-spike pointing conveniently towards the Nightmare.

Astrid shook her head. Stormfly blinked, then backed up.

Astrid turned back to the Nightmare. Its eyes burned. Astrid reached out her hand. The Nightmare shied away. Astrid moved faster, gently placing her hand on the dragon's snout. She spread her fingers wide, the Nightmare's scales rough under her fingers. The dragon's eyes closed. Its lips twitched up.

The dragon liked her touch. Despite her fear, Astrid always loved this part. This first meeting of a new dragon. This connection forged, if only tentatively between woman and beast.

She reached around to the basket tied to her waist and plucked a fish out of it. The dragon perked up. Still keeping her hand on the creature, she offered the fish. The Nightmare gobbled it up, then nudged her hand for a another.

"Good dragon," Astrid whispered.

Astrid leaned closer to the Nightmare, rubbing up its snout and wrapping her fingers around one of its horns. She eyed the dragon's leg, hitched up by its stomach. This particular Nightmare had been too feisty too close to Berk. It had broken one of its legs, in battle or somehow else. Astrid didn't know.

She ran her hand up the Nightmare's curved horn. This dragon had barreled into the village and set a stable on fire. And it could use help. No one could get close enough to touch it, but someone had to.

After all, they weren't in the business of sheep or pigs. Dragons could be wild, dangerous creatures if left untamed. Especially a wounded one.

* * *

><p>Anna had left a few minutes ago to find some lunch. Elsa had promised to join her later on but right now, she wanted some quiet time. Elsa liked being alone. As Queen she hardly had any time to herself. Someone knocked on the door. Short lived as it may be.<p>

"Enter," Elsa said.

Kristoff slipped inside and sat down. Elsa arched an eyebrow. First Anna and now Kristoff? Though the two visits couldn't be more different. Where Anna had been loud and excited, Kristoff seemed serious, too serious. It worried her.

Kristoff scratched the side of his head and ruffled his hair. He hadn't looked at her for a full minute. Not particularly strange, since his gaze usually lingered on Anna, but Anna wasn't in the room. They generally had a good rapport, though, her and Kristoff.

Finally he cleared his throat and lifted his gaze. "Elsa, I would like to ask for your permission, as Queen… and as Anna's sister, for Anna's hand in marriage. I have a ring. Here." He shoved a hand in his coat pocket and brought out a box, opening it. Inside rested a simple silver band. The ring glinted. "I would like to do it on her birthday tomorrow."

Elsa frowned. The ring would fit Anna perfectly. But of all the things he could have said, she expected that last. Kristoff had been good to Anna this past year since the eternal winter of hers. He treated her right and could provide if Anna needed it. And Anna really seemed to love him. But they were so young. Anna, at least, still had some… immaturity about her. Elsa waited the appropriate amount of time before answering.

Kristoff gulped, his adam's apple wobbling. She could only imagine the thoughts swirling around this man's head.

Finally she nodded. "The ring is beautiful. You have my permission."

Kristoff whooped.

Elsa raised her hand between them. "On one condition."

Kristoff's grin melted, but he leaned forward. "Anything."

The seriousness of his statement caused Elsa to pause. He truly did love her. "That reindeer of yours will not be allowed to lick me at anytime during the ceremony."

Had she just said ceremony? That seemed to be jumping ahead. He hadn't even proposed yet.

But Kristoff took it in stride. "Sven? Of course not. He'll be the one delivering the rings."

She smiled.

Kristoff stuffed the box back into his pocket and rose to his feet. "Speaking of, I should probably see how he's doing outside. He gets lonely if I don't visit when it snows."

"Of course." Elsa nodded. "Have a good night, Kristoff."

He lumbered out, shutting the door behind him.

Elsa got to her feet and wandered over to the window. She pressed her forehead against the glass and sighed. Arendelle could use a higher blanket of white every now and then. It certainly made her more comfortable. In fact, she could use a bit more, too. Kristoff's gift seemed so grand, so lovely. So perfect. Elsa wanted to do the same. She owed her sister that much.

Maybe she should try to make a dragon for Anna. After all, what could a little snow creature possibly do?

* * *

><p>SQ: So, quick question, how's my portrayal of Astrid in her scene? She's on the louder side in the movies, but I figured she wouldn't talk much when facing a dragon. Let me know in the comments.<p> 


	2. Chapter Two

**Chapter Two**

Elsa held her breath. It had been a long time since she made anything other than ice rinks and snowstorms with her ice powers. And even longer still, a snowman. Olaf had been her last one. But this one wasn't a snowman. It was a snow…dragon. She let her breath go in a puff. How hard could that be?

The empty dining hall seemed too big for her little experiment, but since Anna had just eaten, it was the only place that seemed safe. The staff would leave this place alone and Anna had probably rushed off to find Kristoff. Kristoff. Elsa's stomach tightened. Who had a ring for her little sister. And who would be asking her hand in marriage tomorrow.

She tried to push that thought away and concentrate on the dragon. What kind would she make?

Elsa pulled a thick, leather-bound book closer to her. _Creatures of Myth _didn't seem too comprehensive of a resource, but it had been the only choice. She flipped the dusty book open to the page and a half devoted to dragons. Large, fearsome creatures. Ones that breathed fire and brought death and destruction to everything they touched. Only one picture – a dragon with teeth extending past its jaw-line, a ridged back, and scales in every shade of red.

Elsa rolled her eyes and slammed the book shut. Not really the best birthday gift for a nineteen year old. "Maybe I could make it a bit more … approachable," she muttered.

But what kind of dragon would her sister like? She should've asked when the topic arose, but her annoyance had taken that opportunity away. Her annoyance did that for most things these days.

Rubbing her temple, she sat down at the table. Being Queen was not like she had expected. All the responsibility. All the stress. All the people wanting so many things.

She wanted to give her people everything they deserved and more, but the money didn't come in as much as they needed it. Her shoulders slumped. She had never been more easily annoyed. But she didn't want to turn into an angry Queen. It wouldn't be right, or fair, to run Arendelle like that. Not after her eternal winter.

Elsa swirled some snow in her hand. Even though it seemed her people liked her, she felt like she still needed to prove her worth. A snow dragon for their beloved princess might just do the trick.

She imagined the gleeful look on Anna's face. More than that, a snow dragon for her little sister would do wonders for Elsa's mood.

Conjuring up snowflakes, she pieced the crystals together, swirling them round and round until a shape appeared. Narrow wings past its flank, hooked claws on all four paws, ridged snout, tiny ears, a little pooch for the belly.

Elsa stepped back and eyed her work. The tail seemed too long, the wings, too narrow. What kind of ears did a dragon even have? She smoothed out some of the detail, pulled the claws in a bit, and cut the tail shorter.

Now it looked like a dog.

Elsa heaved a sigh. "What did I get myself into?"

Demolishing the dog, she tried again, this time focusing as much as possible on the details. A streamlined body, yes that would be good. And a narrow ridged tail the length of that body. Wide wings tucked by its back. A short neck and head. No, she demolished that. A little longer neck, with a rounded oval face. The snout ridged like before. Oval eyes. And a little oval belly, too. Was that too fat? She smoothed out the belly a little, then added claws to all four paws. Little pointed ears – the inset ones reminded her too much of a snake – and some ridges down the back of its neck for good measure. It had to look a little fearsome, being a dragon and all.

With a final flourish she added little details - a snowflake pattern down its back, blue-ice for its eyes, a semi-clear ice for its wings.

Elsa leaned back. The snow-dragon sat on its hindquarters, claws extended, mouth slightly open. Elsa added teeth, shorter ones, nothing like the picture in her book. She pushed the tail around one leg and curled it up towards its belly. Sealed some blue-ice in the ridges. The dragon, even if it curled up on its side, wouldn't fill one of their dinner plates.

Miniature. Elsa smiled. Just like Anna wanted.

But how would she call it to life? She thought back. With Olaf she was testing her powers, but this little dragon hardly counted as a test. And she never figured out how Olaf came to life. The snowman was so tightly linked to her childhood and the fun she had with Anna, that she always wished he was alive. For Anna's sake, of course. But a dragon?

Elsa tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "Why would I want a dragon to come to life?"

For Anna.

For when Anna left her to be with Kristoff.

For when Anna left her behind.

The dragon could protect her. It could be with her when Elsa wasn't. It could comfort her. Elsa sagged forward, resting her elbows on the table. Her vision watered. She would miss her sister so much. They had just started to get to know one another. And Elsa would be left alone. She conjured up some crystals and drifted them onto the dragon's belly. Anna would like the sparkles.

Elsa closed her eyes, trying to calm herself down. Kristoff hadn't even proposed yet and already she jumped forward to Anna moving out. She was being silly, getting this worked up. And maybe Anna wouldn't move out at all. Maybe Anna and Kristoff would live in the palace. Maybe…

Something nudged her elbow.

She raised her head and shrieked. Clapping a hand over her mouth, she leaned as far back as her chair would allow.

The dragon had come to life.

* * *

><p>Astrid sauntered into the new training arena. The Monstrous Nightmare followed her. Of course it would. Astrid grinned. She was the best dragon trainer ever, after all. After Hiccup, of course. The Nightmare slipped inside, head low, eyes glazed. Stormfly stalked in after it. The Nightmare crouched in the corner of the arena, glaring at the pair. Astrid tried to quietly close the arena's gates, but the metallic clang couldn't be softened.<p>

She turned her back on the Nightmare, a daring move since it hadn't really been trained yet. Stormfly would keep a close eye on the newbie. She put her mother's battle ax down, resting it on the stone wall, and glanced at the pair.

Stormfly kept her posture unaggressive, crouched but not tense, watchful but not viciously so. Still, the Nightmare glared. With all the new species from Valka's lair it seemed odd that this dragon would feel scared here. The other dragons fit in well enough with theirs. This was a Nightmare, though. Not like one of those Alpha beasts.

Astrid could handle a Nightmare.

She eyed the structure. But could this new training arena handle it? After the fight with Drago and the Bewilderbeast's destruction, they had to re-build. Hiccup had decided to re-build the training arena to mimic the one of old, the one where Vikings would kill dragons. Now they used it to train the new dragons, the ones that got a bit cranky. Like this Nightmare. Complete with a metal chains crisscrossing the top just in case a new dragon got out of hand. It replicated the place so well Astrid swore dragon blood lingered in the air. Impossible, of course.

The Nightmare snorted. A burst of flame shot from its mouth, calling her attention.

She smiled. "Come on, now, boy, it can't be that bad."

Reaching down she grabbed a fish and threw it up in the air. Stormfly darted up and snatched it. Astrid laughed. Only then did she spot Hiccup watching them from above, watching the newest dragon. Or analyzing her performance? She couldn't tell. Her laughter died down. An ache grew inside of her, seeing him again, but she pushed it away. As chief, didn't he have other things to worry about?

Patting Stormfly, she muttered, "Good girl. Now let him get it."

Her dragon landed with a thump, watching the new dragon as Astrid reached for another fish. Astrid tossed it over to the Nightmare. The Nightmare eyed the morsel, narrowed its eyes at Astrid, then gulped the fish down.

Astrid stepped closer. It wouldn't attack her. Not on her turf. Not with Hiccup watching. She reached for its horns, then ran her hands down the dragon's side. The dragon shifted, but Astrid moved with it. It snorted again. Astrid rolled her eyes. _Stubborn. _Some dragons didn't like human contact, but judging from their first encounter, this one certainly wasn't one. Pausing over the right hindquarter, she ran her other hand down its injured leg, testing for breaks.

The dragon jerked away and snapped at Astrid's hand. Stormfly darted over, grumbling, but Astrid waved her back. She slapped the Nightmare's snout. "Stop it."

The Nightmare blinked, shaking its head. It glared at Astrid, but didn't attack. Sometimes the harsher way did work. She fought the impulse to smirk at Hiccup. He probably disapproved.

Astrid frowned. "Look, I'm trying to help, you stubborn dragon. I gave you fish, didn't I? Now settle down."

The dragon lowered its head. She went back to studying the injury. Broken at the calf, the leg would need to be put in a splint in order to heal correctly. She leaned closer. The dragon carried some luck though, any further down and it would've lost the ability to walk. A mass of twigs and leaves stuck to one side. She'd have to get the stuff off to see the wound. The Nightmare certainly wouldn't like that. But it had to be done. If left alone, the wound might fester.

"Need any help there, Astrid?" Hiccup's voice rang through the arena.

Astrid winced. With an injured dragon, and one that the other Vikings weren't too keen on, she probably would need the extra help. Anyone's help other than his, that is.

* * *

><p>Containing her scream, Elsa stared at the little dragon. Eyes wide, it reared on its hind legs and sent a small burst of ice at her. The dragon unfurled its wings and toppled backwards, head over claw. Landing in a heap, it drew its wings over its face and curled its tail around, forming a distinct, if tiny, wall between it and Elsa.<p>

Elsa laughed. "Anna will love you."

She reached out her hand and stroked the dragon's wings. The dragon trembled. Elsa drew back. "Don't be scared, little one."

As if in reply, the dragon lifted its wing and stared at her with one beady eye. She smiled. "See, nothing to be afraid of."

Would the dragon be able to talk, like Olaf? It didn't seem to have the ability. The dragon stretched, flaring its wings behind and pushing its tail into the air. Then it sat back on its hunches, eyeing her.

Elsa pursed her lips. "Now what to do with you?"

A crash came from the kitchens, followed by a shout. "You better leave, Princess, or the Queen will have your head! You're not supposed to be in here until supper."

Another voice floated in. "Okay, okay. I just wanted some chocolate to hold me over."

Anna? Elsa couldn't believe her bad luck. The one time she actually didn't want to see her little sister. She looked back at the dragon. "We have to hide you," she whispered.

The dragon titled its head. Maybe it understood?

Elsa summoned her powers, forming a clear ice dome. When she slipped the new creation over the dragon, the dragon curled up into a tight ball and closed its eyes. Elsa nodded. _Good dragon. _

"Heavens, what am I doing?" she murmured, waving her hands a little. The dome became slightly opaque, then solid white.

Just in time, too. Anna slid into the room. "Elsa!" She rushed over to the table and sat in a chair next to her. "What's that?"

Anna reached out to touch the dome, but Elsa slapped her hand away. "Don't touch."

"Why not? Is it for my birthday?" Anna grinned.

"Yes," Elsa replied.

Anna squealed and hopped a little in her seat. "But I wanna see what it is."

A corner of the dome began to crack. Elsa fixed it with a nonchalant wave of her hand, sealing a shard of blue ice over fracture. "And I want to keep it a surprise. You'll see tomorrow." She waved at the archway leading out of the dining room. "Go find Kristoff."

Kristoff, the man who'd propose to her soon. Elsa's stomach flipped.

"Well, if you insist." Anna rose and gave Elsa a hug. "But I'd better be shocked and awed tomorrow by that little surprise of yours."

Elsa tucked a strand of hair behind her ears and waved as her sister disappeared around a corner. "Yes, tomorrow."

Once the bouncing footsteps faded away, Elsa sighed. She tapped the ice dome, shattering it. Empty. The dragon had forced an ice shard through the table, cracking it, leaving only a ring of ice in its path.

"Oh no!" Elsa peeked under the tablecloth. Nothing. She searched the windows. Nothing. Elsa ran her hand over the damaged wood, pads of her fingers tracing the cold shards, the splintered wood.

Elsa searched and searched and still couldn't find her newest creation. And it wasn't like she could tell anyone else that she created it. The people of Arendelle would panic. A creature of lore loose in the Arendelle. No one could know. But when she went to bed that night, her thoughts swirled. How could she have done such a stupid thing? Create a dragon. Where would a dragon even go?

* * *

><p>Astrid had given the dragon some food and water then left him alone for a while. Perhaps the dragon wouldn't be as feisty after eating. Maybe she could do it alone. Really she just hoped if she stalled enough, Hiccup would be caught up in other chiefly duties. The Ruffnut or Tuffnut could help out. Once the light started to fade, though, Astrid knew she'd have to take care of that wound before the dragon fell asleep.<p>

She went into the arena, Hiccup walking in after, bringing a bucket of water with him. Astrid didn't look at him. She couldn't. Hands slickening, she patted the dragon to get rid of the sweat. The Nightmare growled, a low rumble deep in its belly. Maybe it didn't like Hiccup. That would be a first. Astrid stroked the dragon's side and the Nightmare calmed. Astrid smiled. Yes, she was good at this.

"So," Hiccup said, plopping the water by Astrid's knee. "Where'd you find him?"

Astrid kept her eyes on the blood-red scales of the dragon's thigh. "In the valley a mile west of here."

"A mile?" Hiccup's voice rose. "Isn't that cutting it a bit close?"

Astrid frowned, her voice hardening. "Yeah, but I caught him, didn't I? I got him in here, didn't I?"

"True. How's his leg?"

"I need to clean the wound. You'll need to hold onto him. But be careful, he's stubborn."

"This guy?"

"Yes." Astrid glanced over her shoulder. Hiccup, clad in all his chiefdom glory, had his arms wrapped around the Nightmare's neck. The dragon closed its eyes and nuzzled Hiccup's shoulder. _How?_ She was good, but Hiccup would always be better. Astrid turned away. She hoped he hadn't noticed how the muscle in her jaw twitched. "Well, he was stubborn, then."

"I think he's just happy to have your hand on him." Hiccup said. She glared at him. "I-I mean, he's just happy that you're touching him. That you're around."

Astrid shook her head and turned back to the wound. They had gone back to his awkward phase then, it seemed. Well, everything would be awkward for awhile. "Just keep him still."

"Okay."

Stormfly started to growl. Astrid shook her head. She loved her dragon but Stormfly could be a little over protective sometimes. "I'm just helping him out, Stormfly, it's all right."

With sure hands, she removed the leaves and twigs, then sloughed some water onto the wound. The dragon trembled, but didn't jerk away. It wouldn't. Not with Hiccup around. Blood dripped down the dragon's leg, forming a puddle by its foot. Astrid pursed her lips and leaned closer. The wound seemed clean enough, but if she left it to air she feared the dragon would poke at it. Where's a cloth when she needed one?

"Here." A bundle of fabric fell at Astrid's feet. Hiccup cleared his throat. "I brought it along in case you wanted to bandage it."

Astrid sighed. He was a good chief. She'd give him that. "Thank you," she muttered.

She tied the bandage around the dragon's leg as quickly as she could and stepped back. Hiccup rubbed the Nightmare's neck once more, then he moved away as well.

The Nightmare peered at them, then at its leg.

Stormfly's growls grew deeper. Astrid ignored her, but Stormfly's tail bumped into her back. Astrid spun around and threw up her hands. "What?"

But Stormfly wasn't looking at her. Stormfly wasn't even looking at the Nightmare. Stormfly looked upward. Astrid stared, too. At first, she didn't see anything.

Then something glinted.

Something in the sky… glinted. The Nightmare growled, too. Another attack? Astrid started for Stormfly, intending to leap on her back. She didn't have to though. The glinting stopped.

A snowflake the size of a coin fell into the arena, landing soft on the hard-packed ground. Astrid inched closer. The snowflake lifted, spun, glowed it seemed. Then, all at once, a tiny white dragon crystallized.

* * *

><p>SQ: Thanks so much for the reviews, favorites, and followers thus far! I promise in the next chapter Astrid and Elsa will meet. I wanted to do it in this one, but it got a bit long so I had to break it in two. I tried to make Astrid a bit cockier in her sections. What did you think of the little snow dragon's ability? And how do you think Hiccup's going to react? 1) Scream like a little girl? 2) Call for Toothless? or 3) Yell at Astrid?<p> 


	3. Chapter Three

Chapter Three

Stormfly lunged in front of Astrid. Even the Nightmare tensed. It seemed their dragons didn't like this newcomer.

Astrid moved closer. She slipped around Stormfly and crouched down. The miniature dragon titled its head at her. Beautiful. She had never seen anything so beautiful. The blue coloring on its wings practically glowed.

"It's a new species!" she whispered. "It has to be, look at its markings."

"And how it was a snowflake and now it's a dragon." Hiccup replied. He moved a little closer, too, sidling next to Astrid.

The miniature dragon darted away to the far corner of the arena, curling itself up, pulling its wings up to its little oval head. Its bright blue eyes widened. Even from this distance, Astrid could see it trembling.

"Maybe it doesn't like both of us at once." Hiccup slipped in front of Astrid. "I'll approach it first."

"What?" Astrid nudged him with her shoulder. He could be so— Astrid stopped herself. No need to get angry. Not right now. After their breakup, though, she tensed every time she came near him. And he seemed awkward around her, too.

But this seemed excessive. The dragon didn't seem to mind when she got closer, only when Hiccup did. Didn't he notice that?

"Just let me," Hiccup muttered. "If it's a new species, I have a better chance of getting closer to it than you do." He paused, his eyes widening.

Astrid arched her eyebrow.

Hiccup raised his hands. "That's not what it sounded like."

"Fine. If you're so great, then approach it already."

"Thank you." Hiccup smiled at her, but she didn't return the gesture. He inched closer to the white dragon. It curled up tighter, tucking its snout under its tail. Astrid moved closer too, she couldn't help herself. Hiccup towered over the creature now. He knelt.

"Don't be afraid." Hiccup reached out, almost touched the dragon.

The dragon flicked its tail away from its face and uncurled in one fluid motion. It bit Hiccup on the finger, sinking its white teeth far into his skin, then dashed away. Hiccup yelped and yanked his hand back. The chains rattled as the dragon flew to them.

He waved his bleeding finger in Astrid's face. "It bit me!"

Astrid rolled her eyes. "You scared it."

She glanced at Stormfly and the Nightmare. Both had calmed down. It seemed they didn't need to be frightened of this new dragon. Its entrance had just startled them. She glanced up. The white dragon watched her, blue eyes glowing from the firelamps. If she could just get it to come down.

The dragon glowed, melting into a snowflake form and drifting to the ground. Once there, it crystallized again.

"Fascinating," Astrid murmured.

Astrid knelt next to the dragon, admiring its design. Blue ice formed swirls on its thighs, ridges poked from its snout and back. It pulled its wings around its body and scooted away from Astrid. But it still watched her with wide piercing blue eyes. And it didn't tremble.

She slowly reached out her hand, fingers extended, then stopped mid-way. The dragon puffed a few ice crystals her direction, displaying its teeth in the process. An aggressive gesture. But understandable. It was tiny after all. She pulled her hand back and pushed it to the ground instead. The dirt gritted against her palm. A rock pushed against her skin. But she kept it there. Maybe the dragon wouldn't be so afraid if the gesture came from below. She slid her hand closer to the tiny dragon.

The dragon watched, its ears pricking up. It tilted its head as Astrid stopped an inch or so away. They could almost touch. Astrid wanted to move faster, to run her fingers over the dragon's wings, to form a bond. But the dragon hesitated. So she did, too.

The dragon lowered its head, eyes latched onto hers, and nudged its snout next to her hand. It closed the gap, pushing its snout onto her fingers. Astrid smiled. She ran her hand as gently as she could over the dragon's snout, down its neck, over its wings. Cold. The dragon was so cold. But smooth, too. Its scales smooth as ice. The dragon cooed.

Hiccup knelt too. The dragon jerked up and stared at him. It flicked its eyes to Astrid then back to Hiccup. He reached out once again, but the dragon moved away, sliding closer to Astrid instead.

Astrid laughed softly. "It likes me."

"Yes, it does." Hiccup frowned.

The dragon perked up, bumping its head against Astrid's arm. It glared at the sky. With one last look at Astrid, the dragon took flight and zipped past the chains, its wings glinting in the firelight.

Astrid rose. "Wait!" she cried.

Stormfly bounded over to her, lowering herself so Astrid could climb on. Astrid did so, pulling Stormfly around, then glanced at Hiccup.

"Go," he said. "But don't travel too far. Not at night."

Astrid nodded. Stormfly crouched, then burst upward, swishing her wings down to gain altitude. Astrid knew she should listen to Hiccup. She knew she should listen to the Chief of Burk.

But she also knew she would go as far as she needed to in order to follow the little dragon.

* * *

><p>Anna's birthday morning flew by. Elsa grimaced when she looked at the time, 11am. They were supposed to give gifts half an hour ago. Elsa twisted the piece of paper in her hand. As Queen, she would give a simple speech to honor the Princess of Arendelle's birthday. As Anna's sister, Elsa didn't want to mess up. She searched the sky. And she really wanted that ice dragon to come back.<p>

More well wishers spilled through the open gates and onto the already crowded castle grounds. Elsa silently thanked them. The more the merrier… or rather, the more the better distracted Anna would be. Her younger sister greeted them in her usual cheerful fashion, hugs and grins all around. Elsa nodded to a few stranglers waiting their turn to see the birthday girl. She caught a snippet of their conversation as they passed.

"A whole year older!"

"And still more beautiful than the last."

"Yes, that dress is simply lovely."

Dressed in her favorite green gown, Anna did look pretty today. Her hair was up in a bun, done by Kristoff's mother, Bulda. For a stone troll, she had some magic to those fingers. Anna greeted another set of well wishers, a couple it seemed, their hands twined together, and shot a glance at Kristoff, who stood by her side.

Elsa smiled and caught Kristoff's eye. He nodded, then glanced away. He tugged at his coat, a bulge in his chest pocket shifting. Elsa, too, looked away. The ring. His ring. The one he would give to Anna. The special birthday gift Elsa couldn't possibly top. Not that it was a competition… but she did want her gift to be special, too. She fingered the necklace hidden in the folds of her dress. The pendant simply wasn't enough. Elsa glanced upward again, willing to see an icy glint in the cloudless sky.

The constant hum permeating the grounds since early this morning dimmed. Elsa glanced down. All eyes had drifted to her. She straightened. Oh heavens, had she forgotten something? Had one of the royal councils given an announcement she missed.

Then Anna bounded up to her. A tendril of brown hair slipped free of her bun. "Elsa, is it time for the gifts? Everyone's wondering."

Elsa tucked the stray hair behind Anna's ear, a sisterly gesture. Too sisterly perhaps for such a great occasion, but she didn't care. And neither would Anna. Anna's smile broadened. Elsa slipped her hand into Anna's and whispered, "Yes, Anna, it is time for the gifts."

She raised her voice to the crowd. "Before we begin with the celebration of gifts, I would like to say a few words."

Anna stepped back and bowed. Elsa always wished she wouldn't. But it was customary.

Elsa turned to the crowd. Tucking the slip of paper into her dress, Elsa cleared her throat. She knew what she wanted to say. "Today is Princess Anna of Arendelle's nineteenth birthday. Today, we honor royalty, as is customary. But more than that, today, we honor a wonderful woman. One who saved Arandelle from the eternal winter. Today, we honor the woman who saved you all."

Anna bit her lip and opened her mouth to speak, but the crowd cheered, drowning any words out. The crowd eventually fell silent.

"And today, we honor my little sister," Elsa continued in quiet voice. "Let us make this the best birthday celebration she has ever had. Let's start with the opening of the gifts." Anna whooped, then clapped a hand over her own mouth. Elsa smiled. "As it is obvious that is what the Princess has been waiting for." The crowd laughed. Bulda and the rest of Kristoff's family rolled quietly into the grounds. They remained in rock form, hidden from view. Elsa took a deep breath. She tilted her head to Kristoff. "If you'll begin."

Kristoff stepped forward. Elsa's stomach did a flip, her hands tingled. Her chest even tightened. _He's not asking you, idiot. Calm down. _She forced a smile and focused on the pair. She didn't want to miss a second of his proposal.

Anna went to him. The crowd formed a half circle around them. Kristoff took Anna's hand in his and swallowed, visibly. Elsa half smiled. So she wasn't the only nervous one.

"Anna of Arendelle," Kristoff began, "I have known you over a year, and have cherished every second of that time with you. I have gotten the privilege of knowing all your quirks. I know you are impatient. I know you are feisty and cheerful. I know you have an intense want for chocolate that can't be filled. And I know I am in love with you."

Anna smiled, tightening her grip on Kristoff's hand.

Elsa's eyes watered. One of her maids tugged on her sleeve and passed her to a tissue. She nodded her thanks and dabbed her eyes.

"And I also know I can't stand a second without you. You bring so much joy into my life, so much happiness and fun. And if you'll let me, I'll spend the rest of my life making you happy, too." Kristoff slipped his hand into his pocket and pulled out the box. He knelt and opened the box. The ring glinted. Anna gasped. The crowd did, too. "Anna of Arendelle, will you marry me?"

Anna didn't wait even a heartbeat. "Yes!"

They hugged. The garden erupted in sound. Elsa dabbed her eyes again. No crying. Not here. Not in front of her subjects. Thankfully no one really paid her much attention.

* * *

><p>Worry gripped Astrid's stomach. Stormfly was fading fast. And who could blame her? They had been flying nearly all night long and most of the morning. They had never been this far away from Berk before. Of course her dragon would tire. But what really irked Astrid was how the white dragon never seemed to. It flew ahead of them the entire time. When they stopped, it would, like it was some sort of game, but the miniature dragon didn't seem worn out at all.<p>

How was that possible?

Stormfly heaved, spiraling down then opening her wings when she found an updraft. The wind carried them high. Higher than the tiny dragon. Higher than the clouds even. The faint sound of cheering filtered through the white.

"What is that?" she muttered. Stormfly shook her head.

Astrid aimed Stormfly down again. They flew beneath the clouds and dipped lower still, following the little dragon. Astrid focused on the glinting creature. She didn't want it to transform into a snowflake and drift away.

When the noise grew, Astrid finally looked down. She gasped. They had flown to a land mass, and a huge one at that. Even from this high, Astrid couldn't see the other edge. Why was the little white dragon flying here, though? It didn't seem to have a dragon population. No, Astrid looked closer. No dragon had ever been here before. The houses were old and multiple stories high, the castle, undamaged.

Astrid pulled Stormfly up, higher than the little white dragon. In the distance, on the side of a mountain, a structure reflected the light. Did the little dragon belong there?

Astrid flew over the castle, careful to angle around the gardens so Stormfly's shadow wouldn't give them away. The people beneath them seemed too distracted anyway. A couple stood midst all the rest, hugging everyone. Their laughter carried up to Astrid. But a lone woman stood apart from the masses. The way she held herself, she had to be royalty. Stormfly dipped lower, low enough for Astrid to see the curve of the woman's body and the way her elegant red dress caught the light.

The little white dragon seemed to notice the same woman. It cooed.

Maybe it just got distracted.

The dragon plummeted to the ground, heading for the woman.

Astrid cursed. Maybe it got really distracted. Astrid swooped down, too.

* * *

><p>After much hugging and hand holding and thank yous from Anna and Kristoff the place settled down once more. Anna ran over to Elsa and gave her a hug.<p>

"Congratulations, Anna." Elsa smiled.

Anna hugged her again. "Thank you."

Elsa looked away, rubbing her arm. She didn't want to give Anna the necklace at all, but certainly not after all that fanfare. Why did she have to let Kristoff go first?

Anna tugged her around. "Did you have a gift for me, too?"

Elsa tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Yes, but she didn't want to give it to her. Or maybe she could pass by her turn and give the necklace to Anna later on. Elsa shook her head, but Anna didn't get the hint. The crowd quieted.

Stuffing her hand in her pocket, Elsa's cheeks grew hot. "Anna, I don't know if…"

Anna interrupted her. "I'll like whatever you give me, Elsa. Anything at all."

Elsa drew out her hand, the necklace clasped tight in her fist. If only she could fling the gift away and try again. Or if she was wishing she might as well with for the dragon to come back. Her little ice dragon. She reached down and held one of Anna's hands in her own, intending on dropping the necklace into it. The little ice dragon, the one she had been searching for all last night and had given up hope for this morning, plopped down onto Anna's hand instead.

The crowd yelled. Some rushed away. But Elsa focused on her little sister's reaction.

Anna yelped. She dropped the dragon. It fell. Elsa tried to catch it, but the dragon slipped through her fingers and landed in a heap on the ground. One of its wings twisted oddly beneath it. The dragon bleated.

Elsa crouched down and propped it back up again. The dragon held the wing out from its body. Elsa winced. "I'm sorry, little one. I'll fix it, okay?"

The dragon looked at her with such sadness in its eyes Elsa just wanted to hug it. But that would just hurt it more. Besides this little one didn't really like contact very much anyway. Not yet.

"Sorry!" Anna, too, knelt down. "I'm so sorry. I just got scared and I didn't know what to do and I didn't realize it would be a live dragon and I didn't know you'd actually build me a dragon in the first place and-"

"Hush, Anna. Let me work."

Anna fell silent. Elsa summoned her powers. Ice crystals formed in between her hands. She pushed it towards the dragon, focusing the snow on the wing, mending the break. The wing healed. The dragon cooed and nuzzled against her hand.

But the crowd's screaming grew louder. More frantic. This wasn't how she pictured her gift giving at all. Yes it was a live dragon, but an ice one for heaven's sake. The people of Arendelle should be okay with it. They loved Olaf. Elsa rose. But her subjects weren't looking at her, they were looking above her. Elsa looked up just in time to see a burst of fire rocket down.

Elsa pulled Anna behind her, stepped over the little dragon, and put up her hands. She called up her powers and formed an ice shield. Flames barreled into the ice, heat seeping through even though Elsa put up more and more layers of cold to protect them.

When would this fire end?

Suddenly it did. But her shield warped her image of the attacker. It seemed like there were lots of them, flying around. But that couldn't be right. She shattered her ice. Only one creature attacked Arendelle. Only one terrifying fire-breathing dragon attacked. And atop the dragon rode a woman. A woman clad in leather battle gear, complete with a double-sided ax twice the size of Elsa's head strapped to her back.

The dragon swooped down once more.

* * *
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**Chapter Four **

Astrid gathered up the reins and tightened her hold, but Stormly had already gone into the dive. Her dragon spit fire at the woman in red. Another shield of ice appeared. Where did it come from? The other partygoers screamed, the sound rising in waves. Astrid yanked Stormfly to the side and her dragon listened. They soared over the people and raked up the castle's buttresses.

She tried to rein Stormfly in further, but her dragon had gone into a rage. Astrid had never seen her so angry, but she could understand. The woman in the green dress, the one so happy before, had injured the miniature dragon. And the woman in red had knelt down and seemed to injure it more. Or at least Astrid hadn't gotten a clear view of the white dragon after that. What else would a person do if she had never seen a dragon before?

Attack it, of course.

That was how Berk once chose to deal with the dragons.

Stormfly had responded accordingly.

But where had all the ice come from? Curious, Astrid maneuvered Stormfly to face the woman in red. The younger woman hiding behind her. The crowd cowering on the side of the garden.

Astrid narrowed her eyes. She couldn't see the miniature dragon anywhere. And then, peeking around the woman's red dress, the white dragon appeared.

* * *

><p>She glared at the dragon flapping its wings above her. At the barbaric woman riding on its back. Her heart beat frantically against her chest. Surely everyone could hear it.<p>

They had attacked Arendelle. They had attacked her. Her thoughts spiraled. Maybe the bigger dragon wanted to eat Anna's? Heavens, did dragons even do that?

She felt a pinprick by her foot, the snow dragon's claws had punctured her thin shoes and hit skin. The little dragon eyed the newcomers. The screams from her people distracted her too much. The pressure of Anna's hands curling around her arm, and her breath hot on Elsa's neck did, too. And now her little snow dragon wanted to take a look. But the snow dragon would get pummeled by its bigger kin. If they even were kin to begin with. It couldn't be a coincidence as soon as the snow dragon showed up again, a bigger one followed.

She shoved it back with her foot. A little too hard perhaps, the dragon squeaked as it fell backwards in between her and Anna.

A growl drew her gaze upward to her attacker. The blue dragon flew a bit higher. Its claws extended. Its mouth opened in a silent scream, then filled with fire. Elsa summoned her powers, calling the cold to her fingertips.

A burst of fire screamed through the sky. Elsa hesitated, shifting her decision between attack or defend. Her people yelled again, pointing at the flames barreling toward her. Defense. For now. She threw up her ice shield once more. The fire burned the edges of her shield, but couldn't penetrate. Once the fire ended, Elsa dropped her shield. Smoke poured over her, thick, dark, filling her lungs. A cinder singed her lip. She yelped and wiped the cinder away. Coughing, she blew the smoke away with a gust of snow.

The dragon swooped away once more. Elsa turned to the guards rushing out of the castle. "Take my people inside. Guard them!"

One of the closest guards tilted his visor back, a lock of curly brown hair poking from the side. "But your Highness, what about –"

"Go. Now!" She couldn't let him finish. Not with the dragon swooping back down again. Not with her people out in the open. The guard nodded and called out orders to the others. They began herding her people inside her castle.

The dragon came closer, but the woman yanked something and the dragon turned. Reins? Did this woman control the dragon? Elsa didn't know. And right at this moment, she shouldn't care. She turned to Anna. "You go, too, Anna."

Anna tightened her already death-grip hold. "Elsa, no!"

Elsa pushed her away. "Yes, please you have to go and help protect the others. Keep them calm and safe. I'll deal with this."

"But, Elsa –"

Elsa scanned the gardens. Kristoff stood by the castle doors, ushering people inside. "Kristoff!"

He rushed over and took Anna's hand. "Yes, Elsa?"

Elsa nodded to her little sister. "Get Anna inside." She felt, rather than saw, the snow dragon tuck itself closer to her. Her ankles grew colder, the backside of her dress pushed slightly between her legs. If it wanted to stay, fine, but her sister had to leave.

"Elsa, no." Ann's voice grew louder. "I want to help you!"

Kristoff looked between the two sisters. Elsa locked her jaw. He wouldn't say no to her. After a few too many heartbeats, he inclined his head. "Yes, your Highness."

He pulled Anna away. Anna struggled, but couldn't break free of his grasp. Thank the heavens for Kristoff's mountain hands.

"And close the doors!" Elsa called after the pair. Kristoff did. The doors slammed shut. "You there." She pointed at the guard near the gates. "Close them, too, and keep to the perimeter. Guard the doors to my home."

_And to Anna._

The guard sheathed his sword then, with the help of three others, closed the gates. They hugged the walls, like Elsa ordered, and stood in front of the castle doors. For the first time she was happy that all of Arendelle had stopped by for Anna's party. At least she could protect everyone now. Of course, more dragons could just fly over the gates and attack, but Elsa wanted to hinder a ground attack anyway. Just in case.

And keep the dragon's attention on her and her alone.

She eyed the dragon. It flew directly above her – close enough that Elsa noticed the straps buckled around the creature's off-white belly – and circled the garden. Once it aimed its blue and white snout at Elsa, she raised her hands. She didn't want to fight, but if necessary, she would attack this creature. If necessary, she would protect her people. She called up her powers, the familiar tingling in her hands, the recognizable chill surrounding her.

But really it was up to her attackers. What would their next move be?

The blue dragon lingered, flapping its wings, glaring at her. The woman atop her dragon stared, too. As if she waited for something, just like Elsa.

Elsa felt another pinprick by her foot, then a searing pain. The dress of her skirt rustled. A flash of white passed by her shoulder. The miniature dragon rose into the air. It started for the attacker. No! Elsa grabbed the dragon by its tail and pulled. The dragon's tail snapped in half. It cried out and fell to the ground. Anna's snow dragon looked up at her with watery eyes. The end in Elsa's fingers shattered.

* * *

><p>Astrid didn't know how it was possible, but somehow that woman just broke off a piece of the white dragon's tail. Her throat tightened, ending her horrified yell. Stormfly roared. No way Astrid would let this woman torture the white dragon. It clearly wanted to leave. And Astrid was going to help it.<p>

The woman in red crouched over the miniature dragon, hiding it from view.

Perfect time to attack.

Astrid put Stormfly into a dive. "Now!"

Stormfly answered her cry by shooting more flames. The fire sped toward the ground. The woman turned, and started to bring another sheet of snow. This time Astrid really watched. This time she would see where the all the damn snow came from.

As the woman moved her hands, snow followed. The crystals solidified into one solid shield. The woman produced the snow. Produced the snow? That wasn't possible. Stormfly's fire wouldn't melt the woman's shield, so Astrid made Stormfly dive again. Her dragon clawed the shield. It shattered.

The woman in red remained still. She waved her hands and the ice returned. The ice hung in the air, then darted towards them like daggers. Like freaking ice daggers. What was this woman? Astrid commanded Stormfly better than ever before, darting in between the ice shards. They kept low to the ground, that way if Stormfly needed to she could land and run. Sometimes her dragon was faster on foot.

A snowflake caught her in the eye and she blinked the pain away. One of the shards caught her on the cheek, slicing her skin. She yelped at the sudden frost more so the pain, then gritted her teeth. The air seemed colder down at this woman's level. A burst of cold air pushed her back, making her shiver. Even in the direct sunlight it seemed cold. And Astrid didn't like it.

Astrid pulled Stormfly up again. A few feet up and the air grew warmer again. "This is where we stay, Stormfly. Up here."

Stormfly tossed her head and eyed the woman down below. She shot some of her tail spines. They sped towards the woman in red. The woman's eyes widened and she jumped out of the way.

"Betcha didn't expect that," Astrid muttered.

The woman tumbled to the side, caught her balance on her fountain. She waved her hand over the fountain and a sheet of ice burst from it, spearing into the air, crisscrossing around Stormfly and Astrid. Like a cage.

Stormfly roared and shot flames at one side of the cage. It melted. Astrid kicked Stormfly's sides, and her dragon crashed through the cage. Slivers of ice caught on Astrid's armor, the ice breaking off and falling to the dirt.

Astrid had Stormfly dive again, shooting flames at the woman. The woman deflected a few of the flames. They hit the garden and reduced her flowers to ash. One of the flames headed to the castle door. The guards there leapt out of the way but the flames only blackened the wood.

"No!" the woman yelled, her voice high and clear.

The woman traversed her garden and stood in front of the castle doors. She shoved one of her hands forward and a burst of ice flew through the air toward Astrid. Stormfly dodged it. The woman threw another, then a third, then a forth at them. They dodged those, too.

Astrid narrowed her eyes. That couldn't be it. The woman smiled.A cracking sound came from behind Astrid. She spun Stormfly around and faced a wall of ice. Astrid gasped. A wall. Of ice.

She threw an arm over her face. As if that would help anything. Stormfly reacted better. She landed on the ground and darted away, her speed carrying them far enough away from the falling structure. The cold air pierced through Astrid's lungs. Like back on Berk. Only stranger. Stronger. Stormfly took to the air again and the warm wind whisked the cold away.

Astrid patted her dragon. "Good girl."

The woman twisted her hands and the structure disappeared before it hit the ground, splintering then shattering into snowflakes.

But Astrid had had enough.

She maneuvered Stormfly around and spiraled into a dive, her speed faster than ever before. Enough of the ice. Enough of the snow. She'd burn her way to this woman. The woman put up an ice shield again, but Stormfly's spikes shattered it. They barreled closer. The woman spiraled her hands. Ice swirled around her.

"Now!" Astrid yelled.

Stormfly let go a huge burst of continuous flame. The woman counteracted with an ice burst of her own.

Fire and ice met in the middle. Astrid pulled Stormfly up and they hovered, Stormfly still spewing heat. The ice kept coming, though. And Stormfly dipped a little.

Astrid patted Stormfly on the neck, urging her dragon on. But Stormly tired. Of course she did. Flying all the way here and then to engage in battle.

Maybe not the best idea.

But it wasn't like Astrid could just stop.

Suddenly Stormfly did. She ran out of flames. She had to take a breath.

Ice broke through and surrounded Astrid. Cold. So cold. Everywhere was so cold. Astrid hunched forward, yelling. Stormfly's hide and Astrid's armor protected them from the worst of the blast, but still. Stormfly dropped to the ground in a heap, landing crookedly. Astrid tipped from the seat and toppled to the dirt. She pushed herself up, unhooking her axe. Stormfly flopped in front of her, fainting injury and hiding her from view.

Astrid pumped herself up for a few heartbeats. She'd attack on foot, then. Have Stormfly launch from behind. But she needed a secondary attack if her first plan failed. If the woman somehow iced her axe. The spines!

She eyed the ground by the fountain in one quick sweep. The spines from Stormfly's earlier attack had hit the dirt, completely surrounding the little white dragon. It wiggled its butt and lowered its front half in a clear sign of play, but it couldn't squeeze free from its spined cage. The little white dragon's tail glinted, its entire tail.

How did its tail heal? No matter, she'd ask Hiccup and the others later on.

The woman in red approached the little dragon and put out her hand. Astrid crouched, heart thudding against her chest. Her anger and fear overrode her other thoughts. The woman hurt the little dragon. And the woman attacked Astrid. She couldn't imagine what this woman might do now, with the miniature dragon trapped like it was. Breaking off more of its limbs, maybe.

Astrid tightened her hold on her axe. She'd defend that dragon as much as she possibly could. To the end, even, if it came to that. No dragon should go through that kind of abuse. Signing to Stormfly, she took a breath, then lunched herself, screaming from behind her dragon's protection.

* * *

><p>Elsa stood and narrowed her eyes as the barbaric woman came toward her, yelling. Elsa readied her powers. The blue dragon seemed knocked unconscious but she kept one eye on it just in case. Her little white dragon was fine after that… incident… with its tail. It cooed at her once she had fixed it and apologized. It even nuzzled against her thigh. She stepped in front of it. Caged, it couldn't fly away or protect itself.<p>

So she would protect it.

The barbaric woman raised her axe. Elsa flicked snow at her, intending on stopping the woman, but not harming her.

The blue dragon leapt to its feet and sped in between them, flicking the snow away with its tail. Spikes flew at her. Elsa drew up a shield, stopped the spikes, then threw the shield away.

Elsa crashed a flurry of snow into the dragon, shoving it to the side and pinning it there. It didn't have any more fire. Well, it stopped breathing fire at least, so perhaps she could just hold it there. She kept one hand raised for that task and trained the other on the barbaric woman still rushing at her.

Elsa knocked her off her feet with a small wave of snow. Her hair, braided down her back, loosened a few strands over her face. The woman got up again. Stubborn. Elsa swirled her powers around and encased the woman, neck down, in clear ice. Her axe clattered to the ground. The blue dragon roared, but she transformed the snow on top of it into clear ice, too. Unbreakable.

The castle door creaked open and Anna rushed out. "Elsa, that was amazing!" Anna hugged her. Apparently her little sister waited for her to be done. The rest of the kingdom spilled outside, too.

Elsa stepped in front of her, blocking her from their attacker. "Anna, you shouldn't be out here." She raised her voice. "None of you should."

The woman struggled, drawing her attention.

"Don't move," Elsa muttered.

The woman squirmed anyway. Then, panting, she stopped. "Just who do you think you are? Let me go. Now!"

Anna stepped beside Elsa and folded her arms. "Excuse me, you're talking to the Elsa, Queen of Arendelle. And my older sister. Show some respect."

"Anna," Elsa said, a warning edge in her voice. "There could be more."

"There aren't," the woman replied. "Just me."

Elsa arched her eyebrow. "And who are you, then?"

The woman gave her a level stare, her blue eyes narrowing. "My name is Astrid Hofferson."

"It was interesting to meet you, Astrid Hofferson." Elsa nodded to the guards lingering beside the crowd. "Take her to the dungeon."

* * *
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Astrid huddled against the cot, refusing to use the moldy blanket and pillow, preferring the ground. A thin layer of dust coated the area. It seemed like peace persevered here. Wherever she was. At the very least, no one had used this place in a while. That thought comforted her. She hadn't landed in a warring kingdom and put Berk in jeopardy. Not yet, anyway. Well, a human war anyway. Her shoulders tensed. The dragons this kingdom could have a problem with.

She stood, wrinkling her nose at the musty earth scent permeating her dungeon cell. A window looked out over the gardens. A band of guards stood at attention around Stormfly. The ice woman – what had the brunette called her? Elsa? – kept Stormfly contained in a cage of ice. Stormfly had tried to get free, tried to stop the guards from taking Astrid away, but that woman kept her hold on Astrid's dragon.

Stormfly hadn't calmed down yet. Not since they took Astrid away. Her dragon paced the cage and kept hurling spikes. The ice woman shielded them away. Stormfly even tried to run into the cage, to break the bars, but the ice woman deflected that attack, too, freezing Stormfly in place. She finally settled down. As much as she could, at least, while glaring at her captures.

"Good girl," Astrid muttered. If Stormfly writhed any more the ice woman might not be so forgiving.

The brunette kept trying to get closer to Stormfly but the ice woman pulled her back for the third time and pointed at the miniature dragon. The brunette gestured widely, almost knocking into a guard. Another man, dressed in full mountain gear, drew closer to her, putting a hand on her shoulder.

The ice woman went to the miniature dragon too and knelt down. Astrid held her breath. Her fingers itched for her axe. Would they torture it right now? Astrid squeezed her eyes shut.

* * *

><p>"Oh for heaven's sake, Anna, just leave that dragon alone and take care of this one." Elsa glanced at the snow dragon still cowering in its makeshift cage. She poked her finger through and rubbed its trembling neck. "Hold on, little one."<p>

She yanked the spikes from the ground. The spikes had been embedded so deep in the dirt it took more strength than she would be willing to admit. Anna still hadn't made her way over. Elsa glanced over her shoulder and shouted. "I made you this one, now get over here!"

Anna stopped in her tracks, one hand reaching for the enemy dragon, the other being yanked back by a guard. Anna took one more last look at the blue dragon, untangled herself from the guard, and darted to Elsa's side. Kristoff stayed by the guard, staring at the enemy dragon. As Anna fell to her knees beside Anna, Elsa noticed him shift ever so slightly to the side, blocking Anna from the dragon.

"Sorry, it's just seeing two dragons in one day. One so small, and the other one so huge, it's crazy I didn't know they even existed until now and even then I –"

"Anna." Elsa sighed. "Please just help me get this little one free. I need to speak to the prisoner."

Ann slipped forward, digging her hands into the dirt and prying a stake out of the ground. Chunks of dirt splattered onto her gown. Some even caked into her engagement ring. "And that woman! Who does she think she is, talking to you like that? But then again she does ride a dragon so that's pretty impressive. She rides a dragon. A dragon! The books said nothing about that."

"The book say nothing about dragons being real, either." Elsa tilted her head towards the blue dragon. "But clearly they are." She lifted the one more spike from the earth and the miniature dragon rushed out. It cooed a thanks then shuffled beside Elsa's skirts. She patted its head.

Elsa took Anna's left hand in her own and cleaned off the ring. Anna didn't seem to notice. But later on, once all the excitement died down, she would.

"Well, clearly! I can't believe you made it for me." Anna gestured to the snow dragon. She tried to pet the little dragon. It cowered away, shaking. Anna frowned. "I'm not going to hurt you, sweetie."

Elsa stroked its neck, trying to calm the trebling creature. "Well you did drop it, Anna."

Anna arched an eyebrow. "And you broke its tail in half, Elsa."

The dragon wrapped its tail around its body. The scales glinted, its tail long and whole.

"I fixed it though." Elsa whispered, running her fingers across its back. "I didn't mean to hurt it."

Anna covered Elsa's hand with one of her own and squeezed. "I know."

"I just can't believe how fragile it is." Elsa tucked the dragon closer to her knee. The coldness of the dragon didn't bother her anyway, and perhaps the dragon needed comfort. It had stopped trembling and seemed fine. _But I broke its tail._ Elsa groaned. "Olaf isn't this frail. He could get impaled and still be okay. He takes himself apart!"

Anna placed her hand on the ground and slid it slowly towards the dragon. Its eyes widened as Anna moved closer and closer. Her voice quieted. "Well, this dragon is made of ice, and Olaf is mostly snow. Maybe snow behaves differently than ice. Ice can shatter more easily. Just like this little guy."

Anna's fingers finally made contact with the dragon's snout. The dragon stilled for the barest of breathes, then reared back, pushing itself into Elsa's leg and almost toppling over. She caught it before it fell all the way._ It's so light._ The dragon cooed, and nuzzled closer. It's back pressed into Elsa's side, wings curling around her arm, tail wrapping around her , but comforting. Ice. An ice dragon. Not a snow one. Elsa let herself enjoy the feel of this dragon in her hands for a few more seconds, then rose.

Anna looked up. "Be careful when you speak to her."

The ice dragon looked up, too, its wide eyes blinking.

"I will. And you be careful with her dragon." Elsa made the smallest of gestures to the blue dragon. Anna nodded. The strange dragon seemed calm. It had finished thrashing around at least. But Elsa didn't want to leave Anna alone with the enemy, not even for a second.

That huge dragon eyed Elsa as she made her way into her castle. Challenging her it seemed. She frowned. The dragon titled its head, moving its tail back and forth, back and forth, back and forth. Its spikes dug little rows in the ground. Yes. Definitely a challenge.

Elsa took one last sweeping look at the gardens before closing the doors. Kristoff, standing in between Anna and the strange dragon, the guards milling around it, Kristoff's family hiding in plain sight. Anna would be fine. Just for a little while. Elsa turned away and shut the doors. Her heart still pounded against her chest. She took a few deep breaths.

"Time to calm down, Elsa," she murmured to herself as she made her way down to the dungeon. "Calm. Control. Everything will be all right. Calm. Control."

But her thoughts wouldn't calm down. The air around her chilled, ice pooled in her palms. With every thought came a new terror. There are just not one but two dragons outside, one frolicking freely that Elsa herself had created and another one that attacked her kingdom.

And the first prisoner Arendelle had in years (not counting herself) currently sat in her dungeon. How would she ever go about interrogating a prisoner? Her parents had never taught her that. Now more than anything, she wished her father was still alive. What would he have done?

She reached the dungeon, the air taking on a distinct damp scent. Memories flooded back to her. The eternal winter she created. That idiot Hans trying to take over. How she almost killed Anna. Elsa bit her lip. She had to calm down.

Elsa stopped just short of the guards at the prisoner's cell. Taking another deep breath, she approached them. The air lost its bite, but just slightly.

One guard shifted, pulling his jacket a little closer to his body. The other female guard nodded to the cell. "She hasn't said a word, your Highness."

Elsa tilted her head. "Very well. Let's hope she doesn't make this too difficult."

Was that the thing to say in this situation? Elsa didn't know. But the guards seemed to agree. They unlocked the cell and swung open the door for her.

Elsa cleared her throat. "Keep watch."

The female guard's brown eyes softened, and she smiled. "We will, your Highness. You need only call."

Nodding, Elsa stepped into the cell.

* * *

><p>The ice woman walked in. With her shoulders thrown back and her hands clasped in front of her, she seemed tense. Nervous. What did the she have to be nervous about? She wasn't the one locked in a dungeon without her dragon.<p>

Astrid looked away, focused on the far wall, the one with a crack the size of her fist. There was dirt in that fissure, too. Did no one clean this place?

The woman came deeper into the room. She stopped by the window and put her hand on the sill. Light spilled through the window, capturing minuscule sparkles sprinkled throughout this woman's hair, glinting off the sequins in her dress, and accentuating her high cheekbones. Beautiful. Astrid blinked. Beautiful? Gods no.

The woman turned to stare at Astrid. "From where do you hail Astrid Hofferson?"

Astrid shivered. Her name dropping from this woman's lips caused it? A tingle raced down her spine.

She rubbed her shoulders and frowned. "I could ask you the same question, Elsi."

"Elsa." The woman tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and then clasped her hands again. She shifted from one foot to the other before settling down.

"What?"

"My name is Elsa." Elsa straightened. Still, she didn't seem too sure of herself in here. "I am Queen of Arendelle. Queen of this kingdom. You must be from a far away to not recognize my name."

Astrid frowned. Should she tell the truth? The woman tortured a dragon. And she captured Stormfly. But lying wouldn't help the situation if she found out the truth later on it would only set her on edge. She wished Hiccup were here, he always knew how to handle these situations. To talk it out. He'd know how to talk his way out of this.

And he would tell this woman the truth. "I'm from Berk. It's more than a night of dragon-flying to get here."

"You flew here on your dragon."

It was more of a statement than a question. Astrid rested her back on the wall, the cold permeating through her armor and tingling her neck. Her dragon.

This woman stared at her for a bit too long. It made her uncomfortable, but a nice uncomfortable. The woman was quite pretty. But this woman also tortured the miniature dragon. "Don't hurt Stormfly."

Elsa bit her lip. She seemed to think better of it. "Why would I hurt your dragon?"

Astrid leaned forward. "Um, how about because you smashed that miniature dragon's wing and broke its tail."

"I didn't mean to." Elsa turned away, her braid swinging over her shoulder.

Her words came out so fast, Astrid had to strain to hear them. "You didn't mean to hurt it?"

Then what did this woman mean to do?

A chill settled in Astrid's stomach. _Oh gods._ "Did you mean to kill it?"

Elsa spun back around, her blue eyes wide. "No, heavens no. Why would I want to kill it?"

Astrid's head pounded. This didn't make sense. A chill that had nothing to do with Astrid's stomach settled in the cell. Astrid wanted to rub her arms, but forced herself not to. "Then what did you want to do."

Elsa shook her head and straightened. She took two deep breathes before answering. "That is none of your concern."

Astrid titled her head, but Elsa continued before Astrid could speak.

"I-I will have my council verify your location and come back for more information later." Elsa started for the door.

Rising to her feet, Astrid strode over and grabbed Elsa's arm. Even the woman's skin was cold. But Astrid found, in an awkward way, she kind of liked the chill under her fingers. It felt good actually. Too good. Astrid shook her head to clear her thoughts. "Please don't hurt Stormfly."

Elsa stared at Astrid, her gaze flicking down to Astrid's hold. A slight blush crept up Elsa's cheeks. "I will be back later for more information."

Astrid released her hold and Elsa knocked on the door. Someone – the guards Astrid figured – opened it from the outside and Elsa slipped out. The heavy metal door clanged shut.

* * *

><p>Elsa walked down the hallway towards the main hall. The council would be there. She willed the heat to ebb from her face, sending a breeze of cold air towards her cheeks to help the process.<p>

The interrogation had been a wash. She'd done horribly! Stumbling over words, blurting out too much, heavens she didn't even know where to stand in the stupid tiny cell. Too close and she got uncomfortable, too far away and she didn't feel intimidating enough. Plus, she thought eye contact would be good, but her gaze kept straying to the woman's lithe form. Nothing went right.

And the boldness of that woman shocked her. Grabbing Elsa's arm like that. Heat crept again up her neck and flowed into her cheeks. She pressed a hand to her forehead. Astrid had been so close Elsa could see the different colors in the woman's eyes, how a bit of brown flecked the surface. Elsa could still feel Astrid's palm pressed against her skin. And the heat it left behind.

Elsa rubbed her arm. Where had her thoughts wandered to? Ah, yes, the boldness of that woman!

She was Queen! She should be able to handle any situation that came her way. She passed by a window overlooking the gardens. At the dragons still outside. Any situation. Her thoughts strayed to the prisoner, the one named Astrid Hofferson.

But Elsa had a hunch that the pretty barbarian would be a situation all her own.

* * *
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**Chapter Six**

The council was less than pleased with Elsa's findings. Even less so with Elsa's refusal to kill the dragon. Slay the dragon! That seemed to be the way the council wanted to deal with this newcomer. And, perhaps under different circumstances, Elsa would've considered it. But she had made an ice dragon for her little sister.

So for a little while, she leaned towards being a little… nicer than death for it. After all, what would become of the ice dragon if she killed the enemy one?

Elsa shivered, more from being in this giant throne room than anything. Silly custom, anytime they council banded together it had to be in the throne room, heavens forbid it be someplace comfortable.

Elsa shifted in her seat, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear and smoothening her dress. A silly nervous habit, but one hard to break, even here before the council.

"Don't be absurd. We can't kill it!" The shout surprised Elsa out of her thoughts, and she gazed at Councilwoman Mira. Could it be they had been swayed otherwise, too?

"What?" Another councilwoman named Verire yelled.

"Not here," Mira retorted. "Imagine the taint it would put on our castle's grounds. On the gardens!"

Without any thought for the dragon. Elsa rolled her eyes, then blinked. Heavens, she sided with the creature too easily.

"Perhaps we could take it to the ocean. Drown it in the waters?"

"And taint the sea?" Verire sputtered. "What would our merchants think, a dead beast in their waters and a strange one at that? Never!"

The screaming became too much. Else cleared her throat. The other two councilmembers looked her direction and inclined their heads. Mira and Verire did not. So Elsa lifted her voice, "Perhaps we could discuss this in a calmer matter."

Mira and Verire stopped their bickering at once and bowed to Elsa. "I'm sorry, your Highness, but this is a matter far beyond our scope, beyond our wildest dreams that–"

Frowning, Elsa interrupted. "And yet you decide to destroy it right out of the gate?"

"It attacked Arendelle, Queen. It attacked your sister. It attacked you. And the barbarian atop the beast was no better," Mira said, folding her arms in a very undignified manner. She seemed more childlike every second.

"It is the start of war, my Queen." Verire pounded her chest, something very unfit for a councilwoman but quite in the realms of her warrior past.

"I do not condone the attack or the harm it has done to my people." Elsa used the word 'harm' lightly, none of her people had been injured, but the fear would be more than enough. "However, we should not rush headlong into a war with an unknown band of people, especially ones with such great dragons at their control."

This statement made both feisty councilwoman pause. As Elsa wanted it to.

Councilman Itemas spoke, his deep gravely voice showing his age more than his speckled black and white beard. "Have you found anything about the prisoner during your first interrogation?"

At the word interrogation, Elsa blushed. _Some interrogation._ But years of training kept her face neutral. "Her name is Astrid Hofferson. She hails from a place called Berk."

The council nodded, as if controlled by some single force. Eerie, how well the council did such actions, but then again, they always seemed eerie to Elsa.

Elsa hoped they would not ask more questions. Shame burned through her when councilwoman Mira opened her mouth to speak. "How far away is this… Berk?"

Breathing deeply, Elsa smiled. A question she could answer! She cleared her throat. "Berk is some time away, though I cannot know for sure how far away from Arendelle, as the prisoner used a dragon's flight as a means of distance."

This brought out a new fresh wave of indignation from Councilwoman Mira. "A dragon's… flight?" She sputtered. "What kind of horrid measurement is that?"

"One that the prisoner uses, so one that I will use as well. As a show of…" Elsa caught herself. She almost said, of good faith. So, not only did she defend the blue dragon but she sided with this barbarian woman, too.

"And how are we supposed to know how far this… this Berk is from our homelands if we cannot judge the distance?" Mira's face had turned the shade of red wine. A spittle of drool crept past her lips, but she wiped it away.

"We could always ask her," Councilman Itemas suggested.

"I intend to," Elsa confirmed, even though the thought hadn't crossed her mind before. "I will interrogate the prisoner further tomorrow. Tonight, let her stew in the prison, cold and alone. By first light, she'll want to talk."

The confidence in Elsa's voice surprised her. But the council nodded and, finally, the meeting was over.

* * *

><p>Rummaging around her cloak, Astrid poked her fingers into the ripped inside hem. Her index finger touched something sharp. She smiled. The spare bit of dagger. The brief pat down from the guards earlier on hadn't procured this little item. Of course it wouldn't. Glancing around, she eased it from the hem.<p>

It glinted. She looked out the window. The fading sunlight told her it was nearly nightfall. A slight chill settled in the cell, not unlike the chill from before, when Elsa had been interrogating her. Would they give her a proper blanket? Granted it wasn't a death toll, but it would certainly give her a bit of the freeze-lung.

Raising slightly off the bed, she looked outside. Stormfly seemed content in her little cage. Her tail drifted back and forth, back and forth, back and forth. To an untrained eye, it would seem an almost lazy action. But Astrid knew it was Stormfly's way of testing her cage, and of judging the distance her spikes could fly in such tight quarters.

Stormfly would be fine, for now.

But Astrid wasn't. Astrid wanted to be free. And she wanted to free Stormfly.

She fingered the sharp metal in her hands and glared at the door. Heading over to it, she noticed the guards flanked on either side. But they were relaxed, easily chatting about the dragon encounter. About the attack. About the barbarian woman.

Well, she'd show them just how barbarian she could be.

She crouched down and slowly, gently, started to pick the lock. In a mere minute it clicked. The guards stopped talking. From the shadows on the cell floor she could tell where each guard stood outside.

Astrid kept low to the ground, calculating each breath, calming her tense muscles. She had to time this right. One guard shifted over to the other.

_Now!_

She dropped the metal shard, grabbed the door, and heaved it open. Then, with her reflexed honed from dragon training, she attacked.

Punching the first guard – a skinny woman - in the throat, she ducked under the second guard's flailing grasp. The first guard went down, clutching her throat and gurgling.

Astrid turned on the second guard, eyeing him up. Bigger, stronger, this guard would take a few more hits before going down. The guard threw a punch, but she sidestepped the clumsy attack. Turning on her heel and putting her entire weight into it, she punched him on the chin.

It was like hitting a rock. Pain spiked down her arm. Even her shoulder ached.

His head rocked back, then forward. A grin pulled at his lips. He opened his mouth. She couldn't let him signal the others. Fear pummeled Astrid's hand towards him for another punch. This one connected with the side of his jaw. His weight shifted.

_Built like a rock. Falls like a rock._

She spun on her heel and kicked him behind the knee, knocking his legs out from under him. Luckily his head bashed against the wall. Lucky it knocked him out. Lucky she didn't need to throw another punch. Her hand couldn't take another one.

But what about the first guard?

Footsteps pounded the floor, heading away from her. Even in the dim light of this prison she knew where that first guard headed. Down the corridor, up the stairs, out to the main castle. She knelt down and wormed a steel wristband from the fallen guard. Tensing her arm, she hurled the armor down the corridor. The resounding clank and thud that followed told her she'd hit her mark.

Astrid headed down the opposite way. She couldn't go out the way she came in. Too many people – servants, guards, villagers. Too many eyes.

* * *

><p>Anna held Elsa's hand tight within her own. Her sister's eyes were cast down, trained on Elsa's knees. She was murmuring something, but Elsa couldn't hear. "Speak up, Anna, you know I hate it when you mumble."<p>

Anna looked up. Her eyes shimmered. "You could've died out there, Elsa."

Shocked, Elsa ran a hand through Anna's hair. "You were okay before. Why all this worrying now?"

"It just hit me, that's all." Anna laced their fingers together. Elsa's bed creaked when Anna shifted forward. "I mean, it was a dragon. Something we didn't even know existed. A dragon!"

"But we're safe now. The dragon seems docile and the prisoner is secure." Elsa smoothed Anna's yellow nightgown.

"True," Anna whispered. "It's just crazy, right? Yesterday I didn't even know dragons were real and today I've seen two!"

"You own one, technically. And speaking of," Elsa nodded to the bundle at the foot of her bed. "That little one seems to want your attention."

The ice dragon had been sleeping under a pile of blankets, the day's adventure seemed to have tired it out. At the mention of the other dragon, though, this little one poked its head out of the bundle and yawned. Yawned so big, the roof of its mouth sparkled in the light.

Anna laughed and reached out to it. The ice dragon flopped into her arms, then curled like a contented cat upon her lap. It even purred. Well, hummed more like it. Anna ran her fingers down it's back. The humming grew louder.

"How did you create it?" Anna traced the swirling designs on the dragon's wing.

Elsa watched her little sister. "I wanted to give you a special birthday gift. So I created a dragon sculpture. But then it came to life."

Anna arched an eyebrow. "By itself?"

"I'm not sure," Elsa admitted. "I was a bit preoccupied at that moment." Preoccupied. Yes, that's how she should put it. Head in her arms, crying about her little sister's upcoming engagement. Preoccupied indeed.

"Amazing," Anna whispered. The ring on her finger sparkled just as much as the ice dragon.

"You know what's amazing?" Elsa asked.

"Hmmm?" Anna replied, keeping her gaze on the dragon.

"That you're engaged!" This time Elsa reached out and touched the back of Anna's hand.

Anna stilled, then she beamed. "It's wonderful, isn't it?"

Taking in all the sheer insanity of today, Anna getting engaged was one of the simplest. "Yes, it is wonderful," Elsa replied.

Anna squeezed Elsa's hand and turned back to the dragon. "Did you have a name for this little one?"

"No," Elsa said. "I thought you ought to name him."

* * *

><p>Astrid had twisted down many corridors, when a crack in the wall finally caught her attention. It spanned floor to ceiling, wide enough for a thin person to fit through. She ran her fingers over the rough edges, nature did this, she'd recognize the damage anywhere. After all, how many winters had she survived through in Berk? Winter did this. But how did ice get so far inside the castle?<p>

The ice woman. Elsa? Could she have done such damage? Astrid shook her head. Elsa was powerful, but to do this much destruction… maybe Berk was in more trouble than Astrid realized.

For a fleeting second, Astrid considered going back to her cell. Considered waiting out the night. Considered talking to them again, surely they'd interrogate her further.

But then she remembered Stormfly. If Elsa… if that ice woman could torture a harmless miniature dragon, then there's no telling what she could do to Stormfly.

Astrid gritted her teeth and ran her hands down the crack one more time. Her armor would get in the way. She shimmied out of it, making sure to tuck it into an empty cell. Feeling a little bit more vulnerable, Astrid wiggled through the crack. Stonework cut into her shoulders and dug into her knees, but she made it through.

She found herself standing in the middle of a fireplace looking out onto a bedroom. One so huge, her whole house would fit inside. Big enough to be completely furnished.

A four-poster bed stood on one end of the room, bookended by end-tables cut from rough hewn wood. Bookcases towered over her and took up almost the whole opposite wall. A desk twice her length and elegant lamps took up the third. And nestled beside the damaged wall, squishy armchairs sat around the ruined fireplace. Astrid winced. Who in all the gods would need such a huge room?

She stepped timidly into the room and darted over to the door by the bookcases. She didn't feel like being inside here any longer than she'd have to. Someone could come back, after all.

She pushed the door open. It creaked. Astrid stopped. Held her breath. No sounds burst from the other side, so she shoved the door some more and slipped through. She entered a hallway, dark and deserted. A knot rapidly building in Astrid's chest loosened. She went left.

If the hallway remained dark, she could just follow it to the end and get outside. Surely the hallway had a window. One she could jimmy open. She'd get outside, get past the guards, and free Stormfly. They'd fly away together and never return.

But when she reached the end of the darkened hallway, her fingers met only solid wall. No window. What kind of hallway doesn't have a window? Her stomach clenched. An internal hallway. She was inside the castle? That couldn't be right. The prison was to the right of the grounds. To the right of the castle, too. How could she be so far inside it now? Fear bubbled in her throat, like she had swallowed acid and it wanted to come back up. Astrid had lost her way inside an enemy castle.

_Gods._

She shifted her attention away from the windowless wall and back down the hallway. There. A few paces down one door stood slightly ajar. She could go in there, collect her wits, and creep her way back to her cell. There had to be a better way out down there. She'd fight her way out, if she had to.

Astrid pressed her back against the wall and dared a peek inside the room. It seemed dark enough. Some light filtered through an adjoining room, but not enough to worry her. The last edges of the sun, or an early moon maybe.

Opening the door a little bit wider, she slid through the gap. Astrid had taken three steps into the room when movement jarred her senses. There, standing in the light, was Elsa.

* * *
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	7. Chapter Seven

**Chapter Seven  
><strong>

Elsa paused, staring at the darkness beyond her bedroom. Staring at something. The shadows in her writing nook had moved. Tilted slightly. Hairs rose on the back of her neck. The air grew colder. She tensed, expecting something to burst out, a dragon or that barbarian woman. Something. Anything.

But nothing did.

So Elsa turned away. She was just being silly, too wound up from the day to think straight. There was nothing in her room, nothing in her writing nook, nothing nearby that could harm her. The barbarian was in her cell. The blue-white dragon in its cage outside. The little white dragon slept with Anna. She shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. The air lost its bite.

Elsa pulled her white robe tighter and sat down on her bed. It creaked and she rolled her eyes. Surely someone could fix that. The light spilling from her lamp fell onto a leather-bound journal. She plucked the quill from her bedside table, opened the journal on her lap, and began to write.

* * *

><p>Astrid could run away. The ice woman hadn't seen her. Had turned away. Had decided to write in some old book. Astrid should run away. Yet something held her there. Motionless. When Elsa's eyes had flicked over her form, a shudder rippled through Astrid's body. Even though Elsa didn't see Astrid, it still felt like the woman pierced her soul. Her hands twitched.<p>

She should've kept on her armor.

But the once cold air had warmed. And Elsa had turned away. Distracted herself. Astrid could run away. She should.

But she made the worst decision in her life instead. Astrid rushed into the lighted room. She took four quick, quiet strides to Elsa's side and wrapped an arm around the woman's waist, pinning her arms. With her other, she covered Elsa's mouth, smothering a scream.

Elsa thrashed, stood, tried to throw Astrid off, but Astrid kept her hold. Years of dragon training had strengthened her arms. The book clattered to the floor.

"Stop moving," Astrid whispered.

So close, the Elsa filled Astrid's senses. She smelled clean, fresh like snow, her back cold against Astrid's chest, her hair soft against Astrid's cheek. Astrid had a wild impulse to spin Elsa around and kiss her. She pushed that idiotic thought down.

Elsa still struggled.

"Stop moving," Astrid said. Then it dawned on her. Grabbing a Queen? One that could create ice nonetheless. One that could probably kill Stormfly with a flick of her wrist. Kill her, too. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all. Hiccup would balk. All of Burk could be put in danger for her stupidity. "Please."

Elsa stilled. For now. Her ice blue eyes locked onto Astrid's. They widened. In fear? In recognition? Astrid couldn't tell. It felt like her entire body had been dipped in cold water. Maybe she should have walked in and spoke in soft tones with her hands raised. Maybe she should have stayed in her cell and waited for Elsa to come interrogate her. That's what Hiccup would've done. Either way, this wasn't the best way to start a conversation. She just wanted to make sure Elsa wouldn't harm Stormfly. To make sure her dragon was okay.

"I just want to talk," Astrid whispered.

Elsa bit her finger. Astrid cursed and loosened her grip.

"Then let me free," Elsa mumbled, her lips pressing against Astrid's palm.

Maybe this would work after all. Astrid tensed, but removed her hand. "If I do that, you can't freeze me."

"I won't."

That was too easy. Much too easy. "How do I know you're telling the truth?"

Elsa craned her neck and stared at Astrid. "Because I know you're telling the truth that you just want to talk. If you had wanted to kill me, you would've done so already."

Astrid nodded. She let go, stepped back. Her mind screamed for her to run away before this woman attacked her, froze her from the neck down again, encase her in ice. But Elsa didn't. Elsa merely turned around and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. She swallowed, visibly. Her hands tensed. A chill still lingered in the air. But somehow, Astrid knew Elsa wouldn't attack. Not just yet anyway.

Elsa nodded to the chair beside her bedside table. Then, elegantly as only royalty could, she sat down on her bed and clasped her hands in her lap. Even though she should attack. Even though she should be scared. Even though Astrid was a stranger who had attacked her kingdom, Elsa still treated her with some measure of respect.

Astrid nodded and sat down.

* * *

><p>Elsa's hands trembled, even with them pressed into her lap. Her heart thudded against her chest. The barbarian woman was in her bedroom. Somehow she had escaped her cell. Somehow she had managed to find her way to Elsa's bedroom. And yet somehow, being pressed against this woman had excited Elsa. Her back burned from their brief contact.<p>

But the barbarian could've killed her. Snapped her neck before Elsa could call up her powers to defend herself. Instead, the woman let her go. Why? Her curiosity spiked. And now the woman stared at her. And even with the cold surrounding her, Elsa still felt powerless, captured in the woman's gaze.

Elsa eyed the stranger. The barbarian had taken off her armor and she didn't have weapons, any that Elsa could see anyway. And with the tightness of this woman's shirt and pants, there left little room to hide any. Her eyes strayed to the curve of the barbarian's chest, how her shirt wrinkled by her pants. How the soft yellow light seemed to caress her cheek. Elsa blinked. Heat crept up the back of her neck.

Elsa pursed her lips. She had been silent for far too long. "So I take it you were in one in the shadows a few moments ago."

The barbarian – Astrid – nodded. She coughed, then said, "Yes. I was surprised you didn't see me."

"I felt you, your presence, but thought my imagination was playing tricks." Elsa faltered. The cold comforted her, but, from the way Astrid shifted in her chair, it would be uncomfortable for her. And Elsa had made a deal. The cold vanished.

Astrid relaxed. "Thank you. For holding up your end of the bargain."

Elsa nodded, relaxing as well. "Now, what did you want to talk about?"

Astrid glanced away. "I didn't kill the guards. The one's watching me. They're unconscious, but not dead."

The way she said it, it seemed she was not only conveying information but also trying to reassure herself. "I'm glad to hear that. But surely you didn't sneak into my bedchambers to tell me that."

If anything, the woman should've run. Should've crept outside and ran away. If she was so deft at passing the guards surely she could have snuck past the few others posted outside. But then it dawned on her. "Your dragon is still safe."

Astrid looked back at her. "I wanted to be sure that you didn't hurt her."

Elsa frowned. "I didn't. And I won't."

Astrid leaned forward, arms on her knees. "But you tortured the little dragon."

Elsa leaned back, deeper into her chair. "I did not torture it. I healed it. And I will not harm your dragon. It – she – is safe. Locked securely on the grounds, but safe. I even constructed a roof over her head and made sure the guards put some grass for her to sleep on."

The council had not liked her decision, but with the little dragon on her mind, Elsa had ordered it to be so. It was someone's pet after all. She would want the same for Anna's ice dragon.

"You did?"

Such shock dripped from Astrid's voice that Elsa went on the defensive. Even here, even now, even with a stranger to her lands, the woman still judged her as someone threatening. Her entire kingdom judged her for her past actions, now this woman judged her for something she did not do. Of course she would make sure the dragon was comfortable. "I am not mean."

Astrid's eyes widened. "I never called you—"

Elsa did not hear the rest of the woman's sentence. Her thoughts pounded too loudly in her ears. Of course. Of course? Her stomach twisted. She had sided with this stranger so easily. Too easily. Why? Because she found the barbarian pretty? Because she had created one little ice dragon so all the dragons had to be like it? Defenseless, innocent. No, the council had been right to question this woman, to wonder what to do with an enemy.

Elsa gasped. An enemy. This woman had put her entire kingdom at risk. What was she doing, talking to her like this? Admiring her beauty. The barbarian attacked her, for heavens sake. She could attack right now. She could hurt Anna.

Elsa rose, the chill returning to the air. "You must go back to your cell. I will call the guards."

"But I—"

"You must go back to your cell." Elsa walked to the door connecting her bedroom to the hallway. Now was not the time for curiosity or idle, wandering thoughts. She was Queen, she had to act like it. She had to protect her kingdom.

* * *

><p>Astrid stood and rushed after Elsa, grabbing her wrist and spinning her around. "Not until I see Stormfly."<p>

Elsa shook her head. "That was not part of the deal. Let me go."

Astrid could see the fear painted on her face, in her shimmering eyes. "Please, I won't hurt you. I just have to – I just have to see Stormfly. Please."

Elsa had been fine talking before. Well, not this worried at least. What changed? But Astrid's breaths came out like fog, and each lungful hurt more than the last. Her skin prickled from the cold.

Elsa stared at Astrid's hand, still grabbing her wrist. "Let me go. Now."

Astrid, too, glanced down. A shard of ice grew from between Elsa's fingers. Astrid released her and backed away. "Please. I just want to be sure she's safe."

Elsa tensed, still gripping the shard in her hand. Even her eyes seemed to harden. "You are a prisoner here. You are not in the position to make demands. I will decide when… if… to show you your dragon. Just—just know that she is safe." Elsa's lip trembled for a moment, but she controlled it. "For now."

Astrid nodded. Then Elsa turned, opened the door, and called for her guards. Three came charging into the room. They cuffed Astrid and shoved her out into the hallway. But not before Astrid took one more look back at the Queen. Elsa stared back at her, look of longing crossed her features, but Astrid blinked and Elsa's expression had hardened once more.

* * *
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	8. Chapter Eight

**Chapter Eight**

Elsa shook her head. The feeling of that barbarian's hand on her wrist still lingered on her skin. The heat that came with the touch dizzied her further. She brought her hand to her cheek. Even there, the warmth lingered.

She puffed out a breath. "So much for acting like a Queen. I have to keep my distance from her." But how could she keep her distance and interrogate her in the morning? She needed more information before she could do it properly. Elsa wandered over to the window and gazed through the glass. Outside, the moon lit up the fountains in the courtyard. She needed more information. She leaned closer to the window, the night chill permeating through to her skin. About them. About dragons. Perhaps, if she could get more information about the dragons, she could speak intelligently with this woman instead of going along with everything she requested.

Like talking. In the middle of the night. With only her nightgown on and no guards to protect her. Elsa rolled her eyes. What in heavens name was she thinking?

She walked to her dresser and pulled out her blue overcoat. Slipping into the coat, she grabbed her boots and opened her door once again. An image of Astrid, the barbarian woman, being dragged away by Elsa's guards swam up in her mind. Of those lovely blue eyes staring back at her. Of the longing she saw there.

Elsa had paused at the doorway, swept away by the memory. The longing….

But not for her.

Of course not for her.

Elsa shook herself slightly and slid her feet into her boots, bending down to lace them up. She wandered down the hall, heading for the courtyard below. The guards would most certainly ask why she decided to visit this strange dragon in the middle of the night. She would have to make up some excuse. Yet, she did have an excuse. The barbarian wanted to know about her dragon. And she'd probably be angry about being taken away so forcefully. In order to gain her trust, Elsa would make sure the dragon would survive the night… and much longer afterwards. While she trusted her guards, they would have no choice but defend her home if it came to it. Her first order when dealing with this newcomer… keep Anna safe… would trump all things.

She quickly and quietly traversed the hallways of her home and soon pushed open the door leading to the courtyard. A burst of cold air hit her face, her neck, swirling under her coat and her nightgown. She smiled. The cold never bothered her. In fact, it felt nice to be outside, out of her room, out of the heat that lingered there.

Out of reach of that barbarian's touch.

Elsa rubbed her wrist then shook her head.

Far out of reach of that woman's touch.

* * *

><p>Astrid sat with her back to the tiny window and cursed.<p>

Longing. Gods. How could she call the look on the Queen's face right before they took her away a look of longing? It was a look of anger more like. Of fury in those ice blue eyes. Astrid had said something wrong or done something to upset the Queen and now she would pay.

How could she have been so stupid to talk to the Queen like that? It was hopeless, hopeless. She slammed her fist into the ground, only succeeding to hurt herself in the process. She was hopeless as keeper of the peace. It wouldn't shock her if the Queen had called a meeting and was discussing the swift removal of Astrid's head. Sneaking up on her in the middle of the night. Making demands. What was she thinking?

A memory of Elsa pushed up against her chest, captive in her arms. Holding her close like that?

She could still feel the cold of the Queen's skin on her own. Of how good it felt to be chilled like that.

What was she thinking?

Astrid stood. She couldn't sit any longer. Couldn't stay still any longer. Anger coursed through her, not at these people, not at the Queen, but at herself. If Hiccup were here he would know what to do. He would talk calmly to these people. He would be rational. But he wasn't here. She was.

She scanned out the window, briefly, as if that would help her situation, to see outside, a place she would probably never see again because of the stunt she pulled that night. Movement caught her eye. The Queen. Elsa strode across the courtyard, heading for the corner, heading for Stormfly.

"No!" Astrid yelled. Surely, the Queen wouldn't take it out on Stormfly. But with her in the prison, who else could she attack?

* * *

><p>Elsa's boots crunched over the gravel as she traversed the small space to the makeshift holding pen. The ice cage sparkled in the moonlight. Bars thicker than two of Kristoff's arms and a roof heavier than three carts held the creature in, yet both guards eyed her warily as came nearer.<p>

"Your Highness, please don't come any closer," the female guard said, position herself between Elsa and the dragon.

"Yes, the creature is dangerous," the second chimed in, heaving her sword onto her shoulder.

Elsa nodded. "Thank you for your concern."

But she ignored them and went straight over the bars, placing a hand on her ice cage. The cage would hold. The strange dragon seemed to be sleeping, head tucked under its wing, tail pulled close to its body. It's breathing had evened out, its huge sides rising and falling. Up close Elsa could admire its coloring, how the blue of its back melted into the white of its stomach. How the horns, so bright yellow in color, brought out the yellow of its wings. How the coloring continued even to the tip of its tail. The dragon looked… pretty. Even the spikes looked less deadly now.

What had that barbarian called it? Called… her?

"Stormfly," Elsa muttered.

She pressed a hand over her mouth. What if the dragon heard her?

One of the guards moved next to her and gave her a sideways glance. "Did you say something, your Highness?"

"No." Elsa's stomach twisted. Lying? To her own people? Over something so trivial as a name. What was she doing? She turned to the guard. "Actually I did say something. Stormfly."

"Storm…fly?" The guard replied.

Elsa nodded. "Apparently this creature's name is Stormfly."

The other guard sidled up next to her and stared at the dragon. "Why should it even have a name? A creature so fearsome as this shouldn't be granted the privilege of having a name."

"This dragon is our prisoner's pet," Elsa said, more forcefully than she had intended. The guards titled their heads. It struck her for the second time that night that she was defending the wrong place, the wrong people. She was Queen. Queen of Arendelle. She had a right to this place and none other. Elsa continued, "But we should keep it locked up."

The guards exhaled.

Elsa titled her head towards the dragon. "Has it done anything… particularly interesting since it's been captive here?"

"Nothing, your Highness."

Elsa sighed. How was she supposed to learn more about these creatures if it don't… well… do anything? "Have you given it food and water?"

The guards pointed at the far end of the cage. There was a trough full of withered vegetables and a bucket filled with brown water. Elsa wrinkled her nose. Even from here, the offering looked disgusting. Not fit for even the pigs that roamed the far grasslands.

Elsa turned to the guards. "I told you to take care of it."

The guards exchanged glances. "We… did, your Highness."

"This is not good enough. Get some of the leftovers from dinner," Elsa ordered. "And a new bucket of fresh water."

The guards lingered at the cage, motioning to the dragon. "But, your Highness."

Elsa drew herself up to her full height. "Go."

The guards nodded and left, dashing to the kitchens.

* * *

><p>Astrid tried to peer around the bars on her window but she couldn't see where the guards ran to. Why were the guards leaving the Queen alone with Stormfly? If the Queen… if Elsa wanted to kill Stormfly wouldn't she want witnesses to her act? Wouldn't she want as many people to see her power?<p>

Shaking her head, Astrid turned back to Stormfly and prayed to all the gods that she would stay calm.

"Please," Astrid whispered. "Please, Stormfly, just behave. I'll be better tomorrow, I promise. I won't do anything reckless like that again."

* * *

><p>Elsa turned back to Stormfly and leaned on the cage, pressing her cheek to an ice bar. But why? Why was she being so nice to this creature? Because if Anna's dragon got lost she'd want someone to take care of it? No. The muscles beneath Stormfly's hide rippled with each breath it took. Its pointed teeth stuck out from between it lips. A puff of smoke trailed out of its snout. This dragon could certainly take care of itself.<p>

Because she wanted to understand. She wanted this dragon to be peaceful. She wanted this prisoner to be peaceful. She wanted to evade a war. And taking care of this barbarian's pet might be a good way to do so. The barbarian… Astrid… seemed so concerned.

Footsteps behind her caught her attention. "Elsa, there you are!" Elsa turned.

Anna, clad in only her nightgown, rushed towards her. Flying close behind her was the miniature ice dragon. Anna skidded to a stop next to her, hugged Elsa tight, and then caught the ice dragon in her arms.

"Anna, what are you doing out here? It could be dangerous." Elsa tried to pull her away from the sleeping creature, but Anna wouldn't move.

Anna spared only the barest glances to the bigger dragon. She held up the miniature dragon, who cooed at Elsa. "I've thought up a name for my dragon. I'm going to call him Icicle."

Elsa nodded and reached out to pet Icicle. But the miniature dragon's gaze had locked onto the cage. Anna, too, turned towards the sleeping beast.

Stormfly's eyes slid open. In a heartbeat, the creature was on its feet and had latched its long claws around Anna's waste, yanking her into the bars and holding her in place. Icicle bleated. Anna screamed. Breathing in deep, its bright yellow eyes locked onto Anna. Inches away from the dragon, Elsa could see the scales on Stormfly's face, the way her lips resembled a beak at the tip, the ridges that raveled up to her nose-spike, the burgundy around her eyes. Stormfly opened her mouth, a deep rumbling started in her chest. And Elsa could see a flame curling in the dragon's throat. Elsa gasped. A flame that would surely kill her sister.

"Please don't," Elsa choked out. The dragon wouldn't hear her over the roaring in its chest. The dragon wouldn't understand her. The dragon couldn't.

But Stormfly titled her head, angling her mouth away from Anna, and stared at her once more.

Surely the dragon couldn't understand her. But she kept talking anyway. "If you kill her, you could start a battle between our people."

Stormfly narrowed her eyes.

Elsa swallowed her fear. "If you kill her, my guards will kill you. And they will kill your rider. They'll kill Astrid. Under my orders."

Surely the dragon didn't understand. It couldn't.

And, yet, Stormfly closed its mouth and let Anna go. Backed away.

* * *

><p>The breath Astrid had been holding escaped her in a whoosh. Her tension eased away. Her muscles relaxed. She sagged against the window frame. Thank the gods.<p>

* * *

><p>Elsa breathed again. She tried to pull Anna away from the bars, but Anna didn't move. Instead, lips trembling, she said, "Now, there's a good dragon."<p>

Icicle bleated again, bearing his tiny teeth, and glared at Stormfly. He wrapped himself around Anna's neck and sat on her shoulders, tail and claws curling down by her heart. Anna petted him, her fingers slipping down its skin.

Still, Elsa pulled her little sister away from the cage. Even thought the dragon didn't fire. Even though the dragon backed away. Even though they seemed to have a tentative connection. Anna was still her little sister.

"Your Highness!" Her two guards came running back, one laden with a heaping pile of fish, the other heaving a sloshing bucket of water. "Is everything okay?"

Anna and Elsa looked at each other. To Elsa, Anna seemed fine, fired up in the face of death. And so, Elsa turned to her guards and said, "We're fine. Give the dragon its new food and water."

The two sisters walked into their home. And Elsa, who looked back only once, nodded her thanks to the dragon who did not kill her sister. Stormfly bowed its head. Perhaps it was to eat its new food, but… perhaps not.

Yes, Elsa decided, there was much to learn about these strangers. And tomorrow morning, she'd tackle the barbarian.

* * *

><p>Astrid allowed herself a small smile. At least for tonight, they were safe. Tomorrow, she'd deal with the Queen.<p>

* * *
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	9. Chapter Nine

**Chapter Nine**

Elsa pulled Anna along, shutting each door they passes behind them, keeping as many barriers between Anna and the dragon…. Stormfly… as possible.

Even though the dragon did not fire.

Even though the dragon backed away. And nodded to her.

Still, Anna was her little sister.

Only when they finally reached Anna's room did Elsa stop. She turned on the lights and swept the room, checking and double-checking the shadows before finally coming back to the door. "Please, stay in here tonight. And bar your bedroom door."

Elsa turned to leave but Anna caught her hand and pulled her back. "Why, Elsa? What's wrong?"

Should she tell Anna about her nighttime visitor? Wouldn't that just worry her? Yes, it would worry her.

"I can see you thinking, Elsa, you have the same frown mother always had when contemplating something." Anna pulled Elsa deeper into her room and shut the door behind them.

One more barrier at least.

She lead Elsa to the bed and pulled her down onto it, sitting close to each other as sisters will when sharing a secret. "You can tell me, Elsa. Please."

Elsa looked away, looked at Anna's dresser, at the dress she wore during her proposal hanging there. Icicle, the miniature dragon, cooed. Didn't Anna have enough to think about?

But Anna took Elsa's hand, drawing her gaze, and said, "Please, sister, tell me what's up. Maybe I can help."

Elsa sighed. One more thing to worry her, then, it seems. "Astrid, the barbarian, visited me in my bedchambers tonight."

Anna gasped. "What? Did she hurt you?" Anna squeezed her hand, eyes flitting from Elsa's head to her neck, shoulders, arms, searching for some imaginary wound.

"No, Anna. She didn't hurt me." Elsa squeezed her hand back, and Anna's gaze lifted. "She just wanted to… talk."

Anna leaned back and the dragon slipped off her shoulders and flopped onto the bed with a huff. "In the middle of the night? Where were the guards? What happened to our security?"

Elsa swallowed a lump in her throat. She hated seeing Anna worry. "She got past them."

Anna shook her head, her neck reddened and her voice rose. "Past the guards? Did we post more on her? We should lock her up in chains for doing that."

"She was in chains."

Anna's cheeks whitened. "She got out of her chains…. And got past the guards…. And went to see you in the middle of the night without anyone noticing?"

Elsa took a breath and let it go. Of course Anna would be worried. "Yes."

Anna arched an eyebrow. "But she didn't hurt you?"

"No."

"She didn't threaten you in any way?"

Elsa thought back. Well Astrid did grab her. Hold her close. Astrid could have hurt her quite badly. Could have killed her in fact. But she hadn't. She let her go. Elsa shook her head. "No, she didn't threaten me. Not really, anyway."

Anna gathered up the covers from her bed and draped them around her own shoulders, pulling tight as if the room had suddenly gotten colder. But Elsa hadn't done anything. She cocked her head to the side in an unspoken question. Anna pulled the blanket tighter around herself, a smile forming on her lips.

"What?" Elsa asked.

Finally, Anna spoke. "I think our prisoner likes you."

"Anna." Elsa sighed, but heat crept up her neck, rising to her ears. She summoned her powers and chilled her skin, pushing the redness away. "Don't be ridiculous."

"Well, she did come to you in the middle of the night and want to talk. It would've been the perfect opportunity to one-up you." Anna didn't have to say 'kill you' but both knew that's what she meant. "She could've done it, slipped outside, gotten her dragon, and flew away. Instead, she talked to you, then let herself be captured again and thrown into our dungeon. She likes you."

_She likes you._ The phrase rolled around in Elsa's head for far too long. And, in spite of herself, she liked it. The burn grew hotter, ebbing her powers away. Elsa blinked, she couldn't possibly let herself think like this. Coughing to cover up the passing time, she said, "She didn't let herself be captured. I called the guards and they took her away."

Anna's grin widened. "But she had gotten past the guards before."

_Please don't see me blushing. Damn the heat on my cheeks._ Elsa stood, trying to cover the heat creeping up her cheeks by turning away from her little sister. "Don't be silly, Anna. There were four guards. Astrid just wanted to talk. And don't be so starry-eyed about this, the prisoner had escaped. In our home. She could have done terrible things. And all you're wondering is if the woman likes me or not. Stop being silly."

"But—"

Elsa moved towards the door, determinedly not looking at her sister. "Anna, go to bed. Stay in here. Lock the doors behind me and don't come out until morning. This… barbarian can't be trusted and I don't want to see you get hurt."

"Elsa—"

Elsa slipped out into the hallway and shut the door behind her. She couldn't bare to hear what her sister had to say. Astrid liking her. Of all the crazy things her little sister could come up with, that had to be the wildest. They had only known each other for a few days, after all.

[Astrid's Section]

Astrid woke with a start. A knock sounded on the door, clanging throughout her little cell.

"Are you decent?" A voice said through the metal.

Elsa.

Astrid threw off the covers and sat up, swinging her legs to the side. Cold permeated her socks and sent a tingle up her spine. She had taken off her boots the night before, they sat in the far corner of the cell, next to the window. Astrid shivered and glanced down, only then remembering her antics from the night before. How she slipped out of her cell, took down the guards, and took off her armor in order to see the Queen.

It was far colder in this room in just her tunic and pants. She threw the covers over her shoulders.

"Yes, I'm decent," she replied.

The door opened and Elsa slipped inside, holding a tray with a spoon and a covered dish on it. She walked directly to Astrid and placed the tray onto the bed, then stood by the wall. She clasped her hands in front of her like before but kept her eyes trained on Astrid.

Astrid's heart thudded in her chest. Did she actually like this Queen? This woman who locked her in a cell, who locked her dragon in a cage, and who wouldn't let either of them go? She should loath the woman.

But, again, the chill of Elsa's skin surfaced in Astrid's mind. Of how lovely it felt.

"Eat," Elsa said in a formal tone, snapping Astrid from her thoughts. "You must be hungry."

Astrid's stomach growled. She lifted the cover and sighed as a waft of hot oats and berries drifted toward her. "Thank you."

Elsa nodded. "Before it gets cold, then."

Astrid smiled. Elsa certainly seemed less fidgety today. Astrid dug into the steaming food, not caring that the berries burned her tongue. Would the Queen begin the conversation today? If Elsa did not, would she?

As if on cue, Elsa took a deep breath then said, "Your dragon had breakfast as well. Though it seemed much more reluctant to eat than you seem to be."

"She," Astrid corrected. "Stormfly is a girl."

Elsa nodded. "Well, I visited… her… last night, after our… conversation."

Astrid smiled into her oats. While it seemed like Elsa was trying to be more in control, she still seemed nervous. But why in the world would the Queen be nervous around her? Because of their… conversation... last night? Perhaps. For now, at least they were talking. Hiccup would've been proud, but she had to keep the conversation going.

Astrid lifted her gaze and tilted her head towards the window. "I saw you."

Elsa glanced at the window then stared at Astrid. "Yes, well, I made sure she had enough food and water."

"And…" Astrid pressed. Surely the Queen would bring up the fact that Stormfly didn't attack the brunette. That had to be in her favor.

Elsa frowned, her tone became even more formal. "I'm sure you saw the incident with my sister. It's good that your dragon let her go."

Astrid, finished with her meal, set the spoon down. "Because you asked her right? You asked Stormfly not to hurt your sister."

A flash of recognition went through Elsa's eyes. So, she had spoken to the dragon. Elsa kept her place by the wall, but she leaned slightly forward. "I did ask her to spare Anna's life. And your dragon seemed to… she seemed to understand me."

Astrid tried not to stare at the Queen for too long, but, when Elsa leaned forward, a lock of hair fell out of her bun and caressed her cheek. Astrid's stomach clenched. But why? Was she actually jealous of a lock of hair? "That's because she can understand you. She understands human speech."

Elsa unclasped her hands and she tilted her head. The lock of hair brushed her lips. "Fully?"

Astrid swallowed. Yes. She was actually jealous of that blasted strand of hair. Curse the gods, she was attracted to the Queen!

She forced herself to look away. "Maybe not to the full extent like we do, but they can understand the tones and pitches in our voice, and certain words. Most dragons understand their names. And can distinguish their rider's voice from everyone else, even in a crowd of people."

Elsa moved closer to her. "They seem quite intelligent."

"They are," Astrid replied. "I've known Stormfly for almost four years now. She was the dragon I trained with."

Elsa pushed that blasted lock of hair behind her ear. She seemed much more interested in the conversation now. Even her voice had lost that formal edge. "So, you and her trained together. For battle?"

Astrid looked to the ground. How would she explain this without sounding horrible? "No, originally we weren't dragon riders, we were hunters of dragons. Dragon killers. I fought her in my training to become a dragon killer."

Well, that didn't sound so horrible. Except for the fighting Stormfly part. And, well, telling the truth was what Hiccup would've done. Curse him for instilling such morals in her.

But then Elsa gasped. Astrid glanced up at her. The Queen held a hand over her mouth, then seemed to think better of it and lowered her hand. "You… you're dragon killers?"

Nodding, Astrid replied, "We used to be. Before we knew we could ride them."

Elsa sat down on the other end of the bed. Heart crashing, Astrid pressed a hand to her chest. Surely the Queen could hear it.

Elsa shifted, a portion of her dress sparkled in a sunbeam that filtered through the window. Astrid trained her eyes back up to the Queen's face, where bright blue eyes stared back at her, questioning.

"And how did you ever get from fighting them to riding them?" Elsa asked. "It seems like too big of a jump to comprehend."

Astrid shifted, too, trying to get comfortable. It would be impossible on this hard bed. But, then again, it would be impossible for Astrid to ever be comfortable again with the Queen sitting so close.

She tried to recant Hiccup's adventure, but storytelling was never her strongest suit. "One of our fighters decided to try something different. He had a soft heart and didn't think that killing the dragons was the answer. He was the first to capture a Night Fury, the first to ride a dragon. He showed us that the dragons were friendly. We helped the dragons defeat one of their own, one who had been forcing our dragons to take care of it. Now everyone in Berk rides dragons."

She frowned. It was such a pitiful telling of his story. Hiccup told it much better. The idiot.

But Elsa scooted closer, so close their knees touched. A chill settled on Astrid's knee and her breath caught in her throat. She could swear her skin tingled, sparked like a Skrill bearing down for a fight. Just because of the Queen's closeness.

Yes. She definitely had it bad for Elsa.

Again, Elsa's words snapped Astrid out of her thoughts. "There are more dragons? Other kinds?"

"Sure," Astrid replied. "Hundreds of them."

Elsa beamed, her cheeks red with excitement, and leaned closer, like they were sharing a secret. "Tell me about them."

* * *

><p>When Elsa slipped out of Astrid's cell she could hardly believe how much time had passed. The guards had stopped their conversation with a rap on the door, claiming it was lunchtime. Lunchtime! How could time slip by so quickly?<p>

Their conversation had been an easy back and forth. Too easy. Elsa put her hand to her cheek, feeling the warmth there. Hopefully Astrid had not noticed how the blush had spread to her cheeks during that initial contact.

Their knees touched.

And when that happened, heat seemed to spread from that small contact to every limb in her body. It felt good, no, it felt wonderful. But Elsa rolled her eyes. Was she a schoolchild?

Astrid, at least, seemed too far away in her own world to notice it, at least that how she looked with her eyes glazed over. It seemed their contact didn't bother Astrid as much as it… bothered… her.

The Council would want to know what she discovered during her interrogation. They would want to know about the other dragons, Berk, the other villagers there, how they used to be a warring village and now they were peaceful. How they rode dragons. How they would be willing to teach her people. How they would be willing to trade. How they weren't dangerous.

How Astrid wasn't dangerous.

She would leave out their contact, though. And hopefully the Council hadn't heard of last night's antics. Starting up a trade agreement with a people they just met, and one that attacked them no less, take a long time. Hashing out why this "barbarian" broke out of her cell to talk to her in the middle of the night would make the process all the more complicated. Even though they did really just talk.

* * *

><p>Elsa had been gone for a long time. So long in fact that dinner arrived and the sun sank under the horizon. Cold permeated the cell, but, this time, Astrid didn't mind. The cold reminded her of Elsa.<p>

They had spoken for a long while, and, right before Elsa left, she promised she would speak to her council about letting her go. About letting Stormfly go. About setting up a treaty with the village of Berk. Even so early in the interrogation, she seemed eager to have a new trading partner. But Astrid knew it would take time to set these things up, they would have to learn much more about each other before signing anything.

And she would have to be let out of this cell first.

Still, she didn't mind the quiet for now. The solidarity. The darkness. It let her prod at the feelings she had been experiencing when the Queen sat next to her. It let her explore the excitement of that simple contact. The tension coiling in her muscles from that chill on her skin, the sparks spreading across her leg and thigh. Elsa's smile surfaced in her mind. That lock of hair caressing her cheek. What it would feel like to caress that cheek?

Astrid remembered when she had grabbed Elsa's wrist before being taken away by the guards. If the Queen's wrist felt so cold, what would her hands feel like? What about her lips…her neck…

No, Astrid didn't mind the darkness at all. It let her lean back onto the bed, slip a hand in between her legs, and break the tension coiling in her soul.

* * *

><p>SQ: Yup, it's been awhile. Grad school, editing, Write to Publish conference, life... why must everything take up so much of my time?<p>

Regardless, thank you to those who have stuck with me thus far and thank you to all the newcomers, the followers, and favorites; it's great to see this story is well liked. Please remember to comment, I'd love to hear your thoughts.

Until next time!


	10. Chapter Ten

**Chapter Ten**

The council hadn't been able to gather everyone together until nightfall. Most of the council had been tending to the people of Arendelle, trying to ease their worry about the dragon in the courtyard and the stranger in the dungeon. It occurred to Elsa that she should be trying to ease their worry, too. The meeting had just started, and excitement bubbled in Elsa's stomach at the news she could share. The council would be so proud of her, getting a new trading partner. With a dragon village no less!

Councilman Itemas shifted in his seat. "How did the interrogation proceed?"

Elsa nodded to him, acknowledging his question. Her reply came out in a rush, Anna-style. "The interrogation went very well. I was able to obtain more information about their village, Berk. We spoke of how they came about riding dragons. They used to be a warring village that hunted the dragons. One of their own discovered that they could ride the dragons and that led them to where they are today, a dragon village. They live peacefully with the creatures, helping each other. The dragons are… pets, kind of. Similar to the way we treat horses. There are hundreds of other dragon types, not just like one in the courtyard. The people of Berk are willing to teach us how to ride the beasts, if we would like to learn, and they are willing to trade."

Elsa took a breath, intending on continuing, but considered better of it when she noticed her council's reactions.

Councilwoman Mira's mouth hung open. Councilwoman Verire had narrowed her eyes. Even Councilman Itemas, the one who always took an even-keel on things, had balled his hands into fists.

Elsa felt a stab of annoyance. Of course, it was too much to put on them in such a short timeframe, they would dissect every word before continuing on.

"Did you… did you ask this the barbarian why she attacked Arendelle?" Councilwoman Mira asked, leaning forward in her chair.

"Well, I…" Elsa faltered. On the second blasted question, she faltered. Had she asked that question? They had talked about Berk the entire time. She had been so fascinated with the village filled with dragons… had the subject of Arendelle even come up?

Elsa's hand flew to her lips. No. No, it hadn't.

She had been so curious about Berk that the attack had slipped her mind. For heavens sake, she had left Astrid's cell so sure they could be trading partners! Her cheeks started to feel hot.

She had been so fascinated with the dragons that they hadn't even talked about Astrid herself. Only that she was a part of her village. Elsa had just wanted to keep talking to her and, she was embarrassed to admit it even to herself, continue being close to her. So close their knees touched. Astrid had seemed so willing to talk about the dragons that the subject seemed the only way to accomplish both things.

Heavens, Elsa had left the cell thinking that Astrid wasn't dangerous… but perhaps even that had been too rushed.

How could she have left out something so important as Arendelle and the attack? How could she forget her people?

The council stared at her. Councilwomans Mira and Verire both frowned, as if they knew Elsa had faltered. Councilman Itemas merely titled his head, waiting to hear her answer.

"I…" Elsa started, her throat tightened. What could she say? How in heavens name would she fix such an obvious oversight? An idea occurred to her and, before she could think it through, it spilled from her lips. "I had hoped talking about her village would make her more comfortable… that it would make her more open to talking about why she attacked Arendelle in the first place. I intend on talking to her once this meeting is over and sorting that out."

Councilwoman Verire frown deepened, and Mira leaned back in her chair. Surely they knew Elsa had messed up? A bead of sweat traveled down Elsa's check, she wiped it away with the back of her hand. Or, even worse, would they accuse her directly of forgetting her people? Surely that was the worst a Queen could do.

Councilman Itemas wiped his forehead, a gray hair stuck to his skin. "This is the same barbarian that broke out of our prison and into your bedroom last night?"

Elsa's stomach clenched. So they knew about that, too. "Yes."

The questions ceased. Silence hung over them like a tapestry, blocking out all light of conversation.

Finally, Councilwoman Verire spoke, "Then you had better figure out why the barbarian attacked Arendelle in the first place. Before we move into any sort of trade agreement, we have to be sure they won't attack again. We have to be sure we trust these people."

"Of course. I'll speak to her right away." Elsa nodded, then rose from her chair and left the room. Her cheeks burned, the feeling traveling down her neck and searing the skin there, too. How could she be so stupid?

A hand touched her shoulder and she turned. Councilman Itemas stood there, a frown lingering on his face.

Elsa cleared her throat. "Councilman, I assure you, I will get the information necessary to proceed."

"Are you…." Councilman Itemas's eyes shifted downward. "Are you sure you should be the one to speak to this woman?"

Elsa stepped back. "Of course I'm sure. Why would you ask such a question?"

His grip tightened, but not to the point of pain, more like he was trying to tell her something by grasp alone. "Well, considering she found you in your bedchambers last night…"

"She wanted to talk. She didn't harm me."

"I know, and I'm sure, if the time did come, you could take care of yourself, Your Highness," he replied quickly. Too quickly. Elsa's chest tightened now, remembering the intense blizzard she had buried her kingdom in. Yes, she certainly could take care of herself. Then, finally, he lifted his gaze. "But even those actions betray how she seems to have taken a particular interest in you and perhaps a deadly one. And I fear if you continue to speak to her, she might have more opportunity to hurt you."

Elsa's eyes widened. Would Astrid even hurt her? Her first instinct was no, never, not in a hundred years, but then doubt sifted through her like sands through an hourglass. Everyone seemed so worried. And, if Astrid were to hurt her, surely she would've done it already, in her bedroom, or in the cell. They had spoken for hours already today and nothing even remotely dangerous had happened. Then Elsa remembered that brief stint of contact.

Well, perhaps something dangerous was on the horizon. But not in the way the council thought. Still, Elsa bowed her head and said, "Thank you for your concern, Councilman Itemas, I assure you, if I am in danger I will leave. At once. The guards will be right outside the door."

Councilman Itemas nodded and let her go. "As you wish, Your Highness."

Then Elsa turned and made her way straight to Astrid's cell. After that brief encounter with her council, she, too, wanted to know why Astrid had attacked in the first place. She reached the cell, waved aside the guards, and went inside.

The darkness seemed to swallow her at first. But, slowly, the moonlight ebbed in and allowed her to see. Shadows and shapes at first, then gradually the rest of the cell came into focus.

Astrid was sprawled out in her bed, covers tangled by the edge of the bed. One hand resting on her forehead, and the other tucked in between her legs. Her pants had been shoved down past her hips and her skin seemed to glow in the moonlight. Something else shimmered there, too, between her legs, and it took Elsa far too long to figure out just what that might be.

She turned her back on Astrid's sleeping form.

_Barbarian!_

She couldn't help it. The word darted through her mind the moment she saw the wetness there. The slight heat from before rose to her cheeks once more and burned her skin. She put both hands on her fiery cheeks. What should she do now? Surely she couldn't go back outside, the guards would wonder. The guards might even look in to see what was wrong, why the interrogation had only lasted a minute.

Elsa glanced back at Astrid, keeping her gaze focused on the woman's face, even though she wanted to look somewhere else entirely. How could she wake Astrid up and let her cover herself up without causing embarrassment? On both sides?

Elsa was torn between covering the woman up herself and making a raucous by the window when the door opened with a loud squeak. One of the guards shoved an unlit lantern inside, along with some matches. "Sorry, Your Highness, I figured you might need this since it got so dark in there."

Elsa heard rustling behind her. She took the items from the guard and spoke in a voice louder than necessary, "Thank you. It was too dark to see anything in here and I was just about to ask you for a light."

The guard nodded and shut the door. Elsa struck a match on the cell wall. She did it a bit too forcefully, though not on purpose, and the match snapped in half. She tried a second one and it flared to life, so she used it light the lantern, then blew the match out. She held the lantern close for a moment as it casted a warm glow about the place and chased the darkness away. Then, after taking a breath, she turned around.

Astrid sat in her bed, eyes wide in the light of the lantern. Her pants had been secured about her waist once more and the covers, once tangled by the edge of her bed, were draped around her shoulders. Though she did still look disheveled, she smiled. "Elsa. It's good to see you again."

Elsa smiled in return. Her embarrassment ebbed for a moment until she remembered why she came in the first place. To ask about Arendelle. She hoped Astrid would have a good reason for attacking. Her smile faltered. She sat on the opposite edge of the bed as Astrid, not wanting to be too close to this woman who seemed to have so much power over her.

"Astrid…" Elsa began.

"Yes, Elsa?"

Elsa shivered. Even her name sounded better when Astrid said it. She put a hand on her forehead and sighed. This woman had too much power over her and they had only known each other for a few days.

"Why did…" Elsa made the unfortunate mistake of looking up at Astrid as she started her question. The bright hazel eyes staring back at her made her lose her voice. She glanced quickly away and started again. "Why did you attack Arendelle on my sister's birthday?"

Astrid shifted on the bed. "Because I thought you had attacked the miniature ice dragon."

The answer was so jarring it made Elsa look up. "Icicle? Why would you even consider such a thing?"

"Icicle? Is that its name? Cute." Astrid smiled softly and Elsa felt her stomach flip. "Well, you see, the ice dragon… Icicle… visited my village the night before. It was such an interesting dragon, something I'd never seen before, and when it left, I followed. I had to know what kind of dragon it was… I wanted to make first contact with it and offer it a home in Berk. When it got to Arendelle it dove straight to you and then it looked like you attacked it. One minute it had a tail, the next minute you throw the creature to the ground and break its wing. I didn't want anything else bad to happen to the dragon so I attacked. Well, the more truthful answer is Stormfly attacked. She saw how the little dragon was being treated and dove at you."

Elsa couldn't believe what she was hearing. She had attacked Icicle? Well, perhaps from the outside it may have looked like that... "I did accidentally break Icicle's wing, but I fixed it a moment later. There was no need to attack us."

Astrid scooted closer to her, leaning forward and gesturing. "At the time, there was. A miniature ice dragon, one that I had never seen before and looks to be a baby dragon at that, appeared to be getting attacked by a woman in red and we had to help. We attacked, then when the ice dragon tried to escape and you broke it's tail clean off."

Elsa shifted forward as well. "I didn't want Icicle to get hurt by you and Stormfly. I thought you were attacking us and I had to protect my people."

"And then when you shot ice and snow at me from seemingly nowhere, I just wanted to protect the ice dragon, too. It was a baby after all, it couldn't protect itself." Astrid scooted closer.

Elsa cocked an eyebrow. "And when Stormfly shot those spikes at me and Icicle?"

"You had just sliced open my cheek with a snow shard. I wanted to repay the favor. What about when you crashed that huge wall of snow at me?"

"That was only because you shot a fireball at the doors. You were getting to close to Arendelle, to my people, to my sister." Elsa gestured widely this time, almost falling off the bed in the process.

Astrid caught her by the arm and steadied her. "And what about when you were rushing to grab Icicle from the protective spike cage I had Stormfly enclose it in? You nearly had me killed when you encased me in ice."

"The protective spike cage? I thought you were trying to keep it in one place so it would be easier to attack." Elsa was keenly aware of Astrid's hand still on her arm. The skin underneath tingled. She knew this might be dangerous territory, but she didn't move her arm away. Instead, she moved closer. "When you rushed out at me from behind Stormfly, I thought you just wanted to finish the job."

Astrid frowned and looked away. "You actually thought I would hurt Icicle?"

"Yes," Elsa replied. Astrid removed her hand, but Elsa reached out to grab it. Astrid's hand felt lovely in her own, the calluses on her palm rough against Elsa's fingers. _What in heavens name was she doing? _"But I... I didn't know you then. I understand now that you like dragons, you're friends with them. I understand you better now, too."

"Do you, really?" Astrid murmured. Her gaze lifted to meet Elsa's.

A spark seemed to charge through the empty space between them and suddenly Elsa wanted to close that emptiness.

Hans.

The name rose in her memory, one long forgotten since Anna had met Kristoff and saved Arendelle.

Hans.

Elsa had warned Anna of falling in love too fast, too quickly, and now she was in danger of doing the same thing. While she was sure Astrid didn't want to kill her or Anna, she couldn't trust her so easily either. She certainly couldn't fall for her so easily, either. She couldn't let herself.

"Yes," Elsa replied. But she let go of Astrid's hand.

* * *

><p>The loss of Elsa's coolness instantly saddened Astrid. Why had she let go? Surely she felt the moment just a heartbeat before. Surely Elsa felt the same way as she did. Didn't she?<p>

But Elsa had begun to stand.

Astrid stood, too. "Elsa, why—"

Elsa turned away. "I'm sorry. I must leave."

"Elsa, wait." Astrid gently put a hand on Elsa's shoulder and turned her around. "I—" Her throat tightened, she could speak her feelings. Not quite yet. Not so early. But she had to be sure. She had to know that Elsa felt the same way.

"I know," Elsa whispered.

"You… do?" Astrid replied. "Do… you?"

"I believe so," Elsa said.

Hope warmed Astrid. So she wasn't terribly off. Perhaps the Queen had feelings for her, too.

Then Elsa continued, "But I can't allow it. Not yet. We just met."

"I know." Astrid nodded. The hope dimmed a little, but not by much.

Elsa stared at her. "I need… we need to know more about each other before we… before anything can develop between us… before I can let it develop."

Astrid let her hand fall off Elsa's shoulder and down to her side. With the other, she took Elsa's hand and, in a burst of bravery she didn't know she had, she pressed her lips against the back of Elsa's hand. Even there, her skin was cold. Elsa gasped. Astrid only kissed her for a moment, a heartbeat, even less, before letting their hands drop.

She straightened and said in her most formal voice. "Then I'll do everything I can to help us learn more about each other."

Elsa nodded, but a smile pulled at her lips. "And I will do the same."

Then, after tucking hair back behind her ear, Elsa left and Astrid was alone in her cell once more.

* * *

><p>SQ: TWO CHAPTERS in one week? Pretty spiffy, right! Don't get used to this format though, I just found some extra time this week to work on this project. Also, I'm realizing right now that this chapter was pretty Elsa-heavy, hopefully you didn't mind!<p>

Thanks to those who commented on my previous chapter, and thanks to the favorites and followers thus far!

Now, my dear followers, I ask you one simple question: Who do you think will initiate the first (actual) kiss? I have a pretty solid idea of who it will be, I'm just curious if it's obvious in the writing. Let me know in the comments!

Until next time!
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	11. Chapter Eleven

**Chapter Eleven**

Astrid stalked back and forth in her cell. Elsa had been gone for three days without any word. Three days! What the gods was Astrid supposed to think about that? They had a moment, or some semblance of one, and then Elsa was gone.

Had the kiss been too formal?

Had it been too soon?

Worry made Astrid pause, her chest tightening. But then she remembered the small smile Elsa had given her before leaving. The tightness unraveled.

No, it hadn't been too soon. Elsa herself admitted there was something between them. Had acknowledged that something lingered. That the emotions, at least the beginning ones, were true. And shared. She let out a whoosh of air from her lungs.

So why was she so tense?

Astrid looked out the window. The horizon grew a pinker, the faint tips of orange and gold ebbing their way into the sky. A smile crept up her lips. She was anxious because she wanted to learn more about Elsa, to begin this budding relationship (if she could even call it that yet), to fly down this path and see where it lead. She crossed her arms and leaned against the window, putting her forehead against the cool glass. She stared across the courtyard at her dragon still locked up in her cage.

Stormfly rustled, shook her shoulders, and looked West. The dragon heaved a sigh.

Astrid, too, sighed. However happy the prospect of a relationship with Elsa seemed, Astrid couldn't stay here forever. She'd already been away from Berk for five days. They'd worry. She'd have to send them a message somehow. Or perhaps she could travel back to Berk and tell them she was okay. But would Arendelle ever let her go? The Council here certainly hadn't asked to talk to her. The guards weren't warming up to her either. Only Elsa seemed to be friendly thus far.

A knock sounded on her cell door. She didn't call out, why would she? The door creaked open, wide open, fully extended on its hinges. The flickering light of torch filled her vision. Astrid tilted her head, shielded her eyes with her hand. She winced. Why hold a torch when the sun was rising?

"Astrid Hofferson."

It didn't sound like a question. She lowered her hand.

"That's me." Her reply came out as a drawl, could be considered sarcastic. Astrid winced. But of course that was her name. Unless these people held many dragon riders in their dusty cells. But on her brief stint out a few nights ago, it seemed like she was the only one down here. Still, she should try to be polite.

"Please come with us." The guard holding the torch backed away, opening up a space clearly intended to be filled by her. She moved into it and tilted her head in a usual Berk gesture of greeting. The guard closest to her, an older man with grey streaking his hair, scowled. The other three were no friendlier. They motioned for her to go forward and fell into step around her, the guard with the torch leading the way.

Astrid cleared her throat. "Where are we going?"

"To see the Council," the woman next to her replied in a low, gruff voice. The woman didn't even glance in her direction, gray eyes focused straight ahead, head held high under her helmet.

Astrid's stomach curled into a knot. She imagined a room full of people staring at her, judging her for her actions, wanting her to pay for attacking the kingdom… for breaking out of her cell and into the Queens bedroom… for bringing fear into this quiet place. A place that probably had never seen fear before.

"And the Queen," the third guard, a young man to her left added.

Some of the tension in Astrid's stomach loosened. At least she'd have someone there to cheer for her. The fourth one behind her didn't make a sound. Astrid peeked over her shoulder at the guard, an older woman with bright green eyes.

The woman winked.

Astrid's breath caught. She turned away to hid her smile. So maybe not all of the guards hated her.

They led her through the tunnel and up the stairs, outside then around to the castle's doors, opening them wide. Before she headed inside, she slipped a glance at Stormfly. Her dragon had risen to her feet and stared at the entourage. Astrid willed her to be silent, to be still. Stormfly, as if reading Astrid's mind, sat on her hindquarters and merely watched them pass.

They entered the castle, the doors slamming shut behind them. The guards led them to another set of doors just beyond the main entryway. The doors swung open, and servants inside gesturing them in. Astrid gasped. The whole of her village could fit inside this single circular room. A Monsterous Nightmare could easily stretch in here. Gods, a Bewilderbeast could romp around and still have room to explore.

She gazed upward at the stained glass windows cut away from the roof. Bright blue and yellow glass flowers glowed. Her boots sank into the plush carpet. A row of seats sat on one side of the room and a row of tables sat on the other. Each table was topped with bowls of fruit, vegetables, pastries, and pitchers of differently colored liquid.

It could feed Berk for a month.

Astrid's mouth watered. She swallowed that feeling back. Berk wasn't… longing for anything, they had carved a good life on that rock, but for the first time since Astrid got to Arendelle she realized how valuable a trading partner this kingdom could be.

Finally, her eyes settled on the opposite side of the room, to the magnificent high-backed chair and to the woman sitting upon it.

Elsa.

She looked regal, no, she looked more than regal… she looked radiant. The sight was like a kick to Astrid's gut. It took her breath away. Elsa's purple gown shimmered, catching the multicolored light from the stained glass and transforming the light into something new. On her head sat a golden crown with a single sapphire gem nestled in between its prongs. Her hair, usually down by her shoulders in a braid, was tucked up and away from her neck.

* * *

><p>Elsa stared at Astrid. The guards had just brought her inside from the cell. Even in her simple red tunic and rough brown pants, the woman made Elsa's heart pound in her chest. Surely the Councilmen and women beside her could hear it. Astrid's hair curled over her eyes, one strand sticking to her lip. Elsa wanted to get up and brush it away. She wanted desperately to touch Astrid's lips.<p>

_Don't fall so quickly._ She had to repeat this in her mind, over and over, just so she wouldn't fall. She couldn't fall so easily. She just couldn't. _We have to know more about each other first._

She ducked her head, a blush spreading on her cheeks, and smoothed her gown over her knees. A frown momentarily lingered on her lips. The Council had requested that she wear this ridiculous outfit, but Elsa felt awkward in it. It was much too dressed up for a simple council meeting. But if they were to extend an alliance to the village of Berk perhaps this was a monumental occasion… and so did merit such an outfit. She glanced up and noticed that Astrid had not moved and seemed to have not taken her eyes off of Elsa.

She nodded to the guards. They fell back to the door and closed it, waiting on the outside. When the time was right, Elsa would make the announcement of the possible alliance. Until then, the guards didn't need to know. The action seemed to snap Astrid out of her daydream. She seemed to take in the rest of the people surrounding Elsa, the Council.

Elsa, too, glanced beside her. The Councilmen and women hadn't taken her decision lightly. They had fought her over it. Argued for days. Three, in fact. They didn't like forging an alliance with a dragon-rider. Heavens, they didn't even like the dragon. But, Elsa had fought for it… and, being Queen, she had won.

Today, she would prove it was the right decision. Today, she would allow the Council to question Astrid directly, get all their worries out of the way, and then propose a simple alliance, a tentative one.

"We may begin," Elsa said, lifting her voice so it reverberated throughout the chamber.

Astrid visibly gulped. She linked her hands behind her back and planted her boots wide on the carpet, as if preparing for a fight. Her nerves were adorable. Elsa nearly smiled before she remembered her position. "Astrid Hofferson of Berk."

Astrid nodded. Then as if thinking that wasn't enough, she said, "Yes, Queen Elsa?"

"You have been brought here for a Council interrogation in order to weigh the village of Berk's ability to be a threat to Arendelle against the possible worth of Berk being a potential ally of this kingdom." Perhaps she shouldn't have said so much, but she wanted Astrid to be ready for the barrage of questions the Council had prepared for her concerning the attack and concerning Berk.

Again Astrid nodded. And again Astrid said, "Yes, Queen Elsa." Her gaze flicked from Elsa toward the Councilmembers.

Councilwoman Verire started the attack. "If we let you go, how do we know that you won't attack Arendelle again?"

Astrid stared at her. "Because the people of Berk are gentle. We defend our position, if necessary, and do attack when threatened, but we have no intention on starting a war with your people. I only fired on Arendelle because I thought you were harming a dragon. I am friends with the dragons and protect them."

The questions, almost exactly like the first one, came one after the other. Astrid answered them quietly and without anger. She seemed the picture of a nonthreatening person. Finally, after an hour of this, Elsa held up her hand. "Move on to a different topic, Council, I believe you have your answer to that particular question."

This time Councilwoman Mira spoke, "Why did you break out of your cell and into the Queen's bedchambers?"

Elsa's fingers tightened on her armrest. How did she know? Itemas must have told them. But why? He was a discreet person, and the only one who seemed remotely on her side on the matter, why would he jeopardize this alliance by giving that information up? A suspicion wormed her way into her heart. Or had Anna? Bringing it up here, in this official interrogation, and not in the countless meetings they had beforehand caused a spike of anger to travel through Elsa, washing away the suspicion. How dare they bring it up now. She glanced at Astrid, hoping she'd tell the truth.

* * *

><p>After an endless stream of questions about the attack, which Astrid felt like she successfully answered, this particular query threw her. Any way she looked at it, that night was a mistake. It could prove to be the undoing of their alliance. Hiccup always said something simple could break an alliance, especially at the beginning. Especially since that was their second impression of Astrid and her first impression wasn't terribly good.<p>

She stepped forward, just once, then stilled. "That was a mistake on my part. I had no right breaking out of the cell and I had honestly not meant to go into the Queen's bedroom. I was actually trying to find a way out of this castle, to figure out a way to break Stormfly free, and to leave this place. When I found myself in the Queens… chambers… I acted on impulse. I knew, by then, I'd be caught, so I just wanted to make sure Stormfly wouldn't get hurt because of my recklessness."

The skinny woman growled, "So you admit you attacked the Queen?"

Astrid shook her head. "I didn't attack her."

She leaned forward. "You grabbed her."

"Yes, but—" She looked hopelessly at Elsa, who winced at the confession.

"You held her forcibly against her will—"

Astrid interrupted the woman. "But then I let her go and didn't threaten her again. We sat and talked. That's all, I swear."

The woman did not seem convinced, but Elsa held up her hand once more and spoke over both of them. "What she says is true, Councilwoman Mira. We spoke. That is all." She took a deep breath then continued, "As you well know I suggested that we propose an alliance with Berk. What are you feelings on this subject?"

Astrid arched an eyebrow. Judging by the looks of anger on the Councils' faces, it was pretty clear how they felt about it. But then a plump man on the end leaned forward and smiled. "I would like to second the alliance… if Ms. Hofferson agrees to it."

The angry woman, Mira, frowned. "But, Itemas, how can we trust her?"

"She seems sincere, Mira. Let her actions from this day forward be the judge of who she really is. Let us have a tentative alliance and see what the people of Berk do."

"The people of Berk would be open to fording and alliance with Arendelle," Astrid said, once the commotion died down a bit. "Though, I am not the person who should forge it. Our chef, Hiccup, should be the one. He speaks for the entire village, I am only a member of it." _There_, Astrid thought, _that should please Hiccup. I'm not taking his duties away from him any more, am I? _"If you'll let me, I can go back to Berk and bring Hiccup here to continue this discussion."

This simple suggestion caused another outrage, this time from the angry woman who spoke up first. "Let you leave? What if you come back with an armada of dragons and try to take over Arendelle?"

A needle of anger jabbed Astrid's forehead. How could this woman be so mistrusting? Though, after an hour of conversation, perhaps Berk would be mistrusting too if the tables were turned. Astrid took a deep breath and let it out, letting the anger wash through and out of her. Hiccup always said that using anger would get nowhere.

"I will not do that," she replied. "I give my word. A Dragon's Code."

"Dragon's code…" the woman scoffed, but Elsa gave her a sharp look. The woman wilted under Elsa's glare and inclined her head.

"Astrid." Elsa's voice drew Astrid's gaze. "You mentioned it took one entire evening of dragon flying to reach Arendelle from Berk, correct?"

"Yes."

Elsa stood. "Very well. Go back to Berk and confer with Hiccup. Accompany him back here to Arendelle with your answer."

The angry woman, Mira, stood as well. "But if you are not back within a week's time, we will assume your answer is no."

Elsa's mouth tightened into a thin line as she stared at the woman standing next to her. Her eyes narrowed. Before she could speak, though, Astrid did. "Not a problem. We'll be back within four days, three if we push it."

Truthfully a week would be plenty of time. And she didn't want Elsa to get any angrier. These dragonless people had a right to be worried about an attack, however wrong they may be about the Berk folk. After all, Berk had suffered through many dragon attacks before learning how to befriend them.

* * *

><p>Elsa's anger ebbed slightly. How dare Councilwoman Verire speak against her turn? The Councilmembers were really starting to grate on her nerves. But Astrid had calmed him down and so she calmed as well. Councilman Itemas folded his hands in his lap and leaned back, giving Elsa a gentle smile. She returned in. And at least he seemed on her side.<p>

She turned to Astrid. "Very good. I will have the guards escort you to Stormfly and you may be on your way."

Astrid nodded. The guards came back inside the chamber and escorted Astrid out, this time not huddled around her, keeping a respectful distance instead. A part of Elsa deflated once the doors closed and Astrid was hidden from view. A part of her wanted to go with Astrid. But that was silly. She was Queen, she couldn't just leave with this warrior woman. She had her duties to attend to. But having Astrid leave without saying goodbye seemed… unfit.

She walked to the doors, throwing her reasoning over her shoulder. "I wish to see if Stormfly has been successfully taken care of before she leaves that way we can better prepare to welcome Hiccup and his dragon when he arrives."

There, that seemed suitable enough. The council didn't question her anyway.

She rushed out of the room as slowly as she could muster. The two sets of doors couldn't open quickly enough. She found Astrid standing beside the cage just as the guards were opening it. Stormfly ambled out and Elsa skidded to a stop a few paces away. The dragon, now outside her cage, seemed massive. Much bigger than before. Astrid stepped forward and rubbed the dragon's face and horns. The dragon leaned into the pet affectionately, much like Icicle did whenever Elsa stroked him.

Astrid spoke a few quiet words to her dragon, then turned to Elsa. "I'm pleased to see that you have come to see me off."

Outside the chamber, hearing Astrid speak so formally almost made Elsa laugh. But she kept her formal tone as well, for the guards' sake. They couldn't appear too friendly, not yet anyway. "I just… wanted to see if Stormfly's accommodations were acceptable. I want Hiccup and his dragon to feel welcome when he arrives. We will not use the cage, of course."

Astrid eyed the structure behind her. "These are acceptable. Although Toothless prefers fish rather than greens if you can manage."

Toothless? Was Hiccup's dragon old? Elsa immediately conjured up an elderly man and an ancient dragon, both white, both withered.

Astrid motioned to the guards. "And I trust there will be fewer guards as well?"

The question could be taken two ways, one in idle curiosity of if their alliance could be trusted and another as curiosity of if they would have time alone. Had she meant it to be what Elsa thought? When Astrid's gaze settled on Elsa, the glint in them made her shiver. Definitely the second option.

Elsa gestured towards the guards. "We always have guards watching Arendelle, but there will be fewer when you and Hiccup return."

Astrid grinned. She swung onto Stormfly's back and rubbed her dragon's neck. "Until then, Queen Elsa."

Stormfly hopped twice, then unfurled her wings and darted into the clouds.

Elsa stared as the clouds swallowed them whole. "Until then, Astrid Hofferson," she whispered.

* * *
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	12. Chapter Twelve

**Chapter Twelve**

Astrid rode Stormfly straight through the afternoon and into the evening. They stopped a few times on the craggy rocks littering the sea, Stormfly breathing hard, Astrid breathing harder. What would she say to her village? To her friends? What would she say to Hiccup? The closer she got to Berk the tighter her throat and lungs constricted.

Or was it because she was flying farther away from Elsa?

Astrid shoved that thought down. No.

Stormfly shook out a few of the kinks in her wings then hopped and flew up again. The sudden movement jarred Astrid. She slipped to the side but used her legs to right herself once more. She patted Stormfly.

"Good girl," she muttered.

Sleep pulled at her. She hadn't really had a good night's rest since she arrived at Arendelle. The captivity and subsequent interrogations made it hard to unwind, even when she tried to relieve herself in other ways, but the fact she wasn't in Berk also cause sleep to elude her. She hated sleeping in a place that wasn't her own home, in her own bed, with Berk noises and the sea crashing onto the rocks lulling her to sleep.

She could never sleep peacefully otherwise.

A chill skittered over her bare arms. She leaned forward and rested her cheek on Stormfly's neck. Her dragon's steady breathing filled her ear—heavy and deep, like the ocean, like her home—and the warmth of Stormfly's body chased the chill away. Even from this position, the wind whipped into her eyes, causing her to shut them. She wrapped her arms around Stormfly and rubbed her dragon's neck. Stormfly purred, and the noise reverberated in her ear.

"Good girl," she murmured, laughing softly.

A sudden jolt made Astrid open her eyes. Daylight flooded her vision. What? She had fallen asleep? Astrid blinked away the sleep haze. Apparently so. Stormfly banked again and Astrid had to clutch onto the reins so she wouldn't fall off. She slipped down Stormfly's side anyway.

"Stormfly! Enough! I'm awake!"

Stormfly blew a puff of fire into the air and righted herself. She craned her neck around to see Astrid and then tilted her head sideways, pointing at something. Astrid followed her dragon's hint. Berk came into view, the morning sun basking it in fire.

"Oh!" Shock rippled through Astrid's core. They were already at Berk? She patted Stormfly's neck. "Thanks, Stormfly."

Stormfly answered with a slight buck and went into a steep dive as they neared their village. Other dragons rushed up to meet them, but Stormfly ignored them. She headed straight for Toothless, who hung out in the center of the village. She headed straight for Hiccup, who stood next to his dragon, throwing a large stick and laughing as Toothless chased it.

Stormfly jerked herself up at the last second and they landed in a gentle glide, Astrid off her dragon before they even reached the ground. The pain in her chest had returned, but maybe if she just said everything she had to say in one big sweep, the pain would lessen.

Hiccup stared at her as she approached, pushing Toothless away and waving slightly. Astrid paused, watching Toothless rush to Stormfly. The two dragons chased each other across the grounds, spitting fire and cackling in their dragon way.

At least that would never change.

She shook her head and turned to Hiccup. Realization struck her, further tightening her chest. The clothes he wore were the same—brown boots, brown shirt, black fur overcoat—and his stance was the same—boyish yet strong. The lines of his face were even the same.

But everything was different.

Changed.

They would never be together again. For some reason, right at this moment, it struck her. Hard.

She pushed that away, too.

"Astrid," Hiccup said, breaking her trance. "I'm glad to see you're back. I was going to send a search party in a few days. Did you find out much about that miniature dragon?"

"Icicle," Astrid replied, short of breath. "The dragon's name is Icicle. It was created by a woman named Elsa. Queen of Arendelle. She wants to have a trade agreement with us. With Berk. She wants to meet you in a few days. We need to talk."

Hiccup's eyes widened. "Created? Queen? Of what realm?"

Astrid motioned for the eatery behind them. "We need to talk."

"Okay," Hiccup replied.

* * *

><p>The first few days after Astrid left went by normally, naturally, as if she had never even appeared at all. The cage was destroyed, the cell cleaned, and the Council went about the other businesses they had to attend to in order to keep Arendelle afloat. The people milled about once more, unafraid to go outside. Kristoff and Anna walked hand in hand throughout the castle, leaning close to kiss when they thought no one watched. Icicle floated along behind them, a dragon shadow.<p>

Everything seemed normal.

Everything but Elsa.

She did her due diligence as Queen. Took meetings with her people. Fixed problems when she could. Made arrangements for the upcoming week—a suitable arrangement for the dragons, more food and wine for the guests, a living quarter made up for them, too—but her head wasn't in it.

Even now, as she sat on her throne and attended a meeting with the Council about vegetables and how they needed more of carrots or something…something important would happen. Elsa couldn't keep her focus.

She couldn't stop thinking of Astrid.

Especially at night.

Now, as Queen she could do anything she would want to in the middle of the night in her own bedchambers. She told herself this. Over and over and over again.

But still, if anything were to happen, anything dangerous or especially worrying or really anything at all that needed her opinion, guards would rush in and get it. Or, worse still, Anna had made a habit of coming into her bedroom at night over the last year or so, just to talk, just to be sisterly.

She couldn't have any of them—especially Anna—see her in a… compromising position.

And besides, before this, before Astrid, she never really had reason to touch herself. Much anyway. Now, though, Astrid flooded her mind. Those strong arms wrapped around her from behind. Those rough hands on her arm, on her wrist.

Those lips pressed against her hand and against hers.

Though she would never let anyone know, that final gesture Astrid had made—kissing the back of her hand—had both caught Elsa off guard and put sparks in her stomach. Even now, days after, it still put heat on her cheeks.

After only two nights of this, Elsa felt like every movement burned her. She had never been so aroused before. Even just the thought of Astrid made her weak.

Finally the meeting adjourned. Elsa nodded her Councilmembers away, promising herself to ask one of them what it was about discreetly later on.

Finally, she could leave the castle and go somewhere private.

Elsa rushed outside, not bothering to grab a coat or a decent pair of shoes. Her people smiled and bowed as she passed. She touched each one gently, softly, a Queen's touch. Or so her mother once said. After getting a respectable distance from her home and a short distance outside the main city, she ran.

* * *

><p>Astrid yawned, stumbling into her home. They had talked over wine, mead, and heaps of food, long into the night and into the next morning. The copious amounts of mead Astrid drank helped her talk to Hiccup for so long, as did her mission to tell him everything in one fell swoop. Well—Astrid rubbed a hand through her hair—almost everything. Astrid had told Hiccup about the Arendelle, about the new prospect of trade, about the people, and about the magic their Queen could do. How Queen Elsa had created the dragon out of thin air, out of nothing. Hiccup, understandable, was amazed. He gave Astrid one night's rest, in her own bed, and promised they'd leave the next day. That would give them enough time to reach Arendelle.<p>

Astrid looked around her small hut, cluttered with clothes and books and knives. A pot still sat in her now-dead fireplace. A cracked mug sat beside it. Thankfully she hadn't left food out. She slowly took off her layers of clothing—tunic, undershirt, pants, underthings, socks—and lowered the curtains over her window, blocking out the afternoon sun. She slipped into bed, relaxing at last.

She didn't need to worry anymore. The tightness in her chest unwound. The talk had gone fine. Hiccup seemed positive, happy to meet a new nation and strike a deal with them. Stormfly rested in the dragon barn with her friends, probably with Toothless by her side. Astrid stretched, her toes wiggling out of her sheets and her hands brushing the headboard.

Finally, she relaxed.

And thought of Elsa.

A smile rested on her lips.

Elsa.

Suddenly a new tightness started, but this tightness was not painful, not caused by fear. No, this pain was one she could deal with. And deal with well.

She settled deeper into the bed, running her hands over her own sides. She closed her eyes. Imagined the ice Queen hovering over her, imagined Elsa. Of how Elsa would look unclothed, how her fingers—cold, so tantalizingly cold—would run over Astrid's body, down her sides. How they would kiss. How Elsa would tease her nipples, pulling and twisting until Astrid could take no more. How cool her breath would feel on Astrid's skin. How she would slip her fingers into Astrid, cautious at first then stretching Astrid to her fullest extent. How her eyes, her beautiful blue eyes, would stare into Astrid's as they made love.

Astrid moaned, rocking onto her own hand, curling her fingers up, stretching herself, the other hand massaging her breasts, one after the other, and twisting her nipples like she always wanted but never asked Hiccup to do.

Astrid imagined Elsa's cool body against hers. Her sleek muscles. Her lips, tongue, and teeth touching anything they could, licking in some places, biting in others.

Astrid bucked, rocking harder.

Yes. Elsa would be a biter. That would be wonderful.

The buildup in her core tightened and she gave one final thrust with her hand, curling her fingers as if they would unknot the strings holding her so tight. The strings gave. Trembles rippled across her body as pleasure crashed over her. She came with one long moan, wetness spilling into her hand.

Breathing hard, she slipped her fingers from herself and relaxed. Breathing evening, she curled up on her side and sighed. Breathing soft, she thought of Elsa, of how she desperately needed to see her once again, and fell asleep.

* * *

><p>Elsa ran toward the mountain, the one she let herself go on, the one she could call her second home but not to Anna. She ran, but the mountain was too far away.<p>

She stopped, breathing hard in the middle of the forest. She was far away enough now. Far enough from everyone. From marching soldiers. From prying eyes.

She stared at the ground, at the grass shooting up from it, at the flower opening its petals to her. A crack came from her side, a rustle of wood. Footsteps.

Even here. Even now. She wasn't far enough away to do what she really wanted to.

Ice formed in her hands, pooling in her palms, uncalled but welcomed. Elsa welcomed the sharp angles of her shards. Maybe the cold of it could staunch the heat dwelling up in her core and between her legs.

She threw the ice to the ground, freezing the grass, the flower.

It was good. But it wasn't enough.

She needed more.

She needed Astrid.

Heat rushed to her cheeks.

Elsa drew more ice to her palms, calling more magic to her, calling the cold to her. She had to stop the fire inside her. She had to stop it somehow.

She threw the ice onto the ground, onto the trees, into the sky, making it snow. Crystals touched her cheeks, her nose, her lips. Like Astrid would. The fire inside burned more intense. She heaped mounds of snow against the trees and on the ground, five, ten, fifteen feet high, pushing herself to make more and more snow. More and more ice.

More and more everything.

The trees around her crystalized, glinting. The flower, so hopefully before, now probably suffocated underneath all this cold. Flurries drifted from the sky, darting any way Elsa pointed. She swirled the snow around her, calling the cold to her. The onece-soft flurries turned to ice. Still the heat remained. She pulled more to her—the icicles drew closer around her—cocooning herself in it. The cold permeated her now. Comforted her.

Still she wanted Astrid.

No amount of snow or ice could change that longing.

How was this possible? After only a few days of meeting how was it possible to long for someone so much?

"Elsa?"

Anna's voice startled her. The snow and ice fell away. Anna indeed stood beside a tree, clutching a cloak tight around her body.

"Anna." Elsa started to melt the snow, but Anna shook her head.

"You don't need to. I like it." She moved closer, struggling in the large snowdrifts. "What are you doing though? You have an entire year to prepare for my birthday you know."

Elsa sank down to a seated position. "I'm not…" She couldn't finish. How could she explain this away? Running away from her duties. Freezing a part of the forest. A childish outrage over a woman.

"I know. I was just kidding." Anna knelt next to her. Icicle flew down and landed on her knee. Anna, like this was the most natural thing in the world, petted her dragon. "What's up?"

"Nothing." Elsa couldn't look at Anna. She looked at her hands folded in her lap instead.

"Liar." Anna's knees and hands came into view now as she scooted closer. The ring Kristoff gave her glinted.

Elsa swallowed a lump in her throat. How could she understand being attracted to a woman?

Anna was quiet for a moment, the fingers on her right hand twirling the ring on her left. The ring kept catching the light, kept sparkling, fighting the beauty of the snow falling around it and winning. Elsa's throat tightened, and tears stung the back of her eyes. Would she ever—? She couldn't even finish the thought. Thankfully the tears didn't reach her cheeks. The cold kept them at bay.

"It's okay, you know," Anna said.

"What?" Elsa blinked.

"It's okay if you like her."

Elsa jerked her head up, eyeing her little sister. What had she just said? "Who?"

"Astrid, of course." Anna gave her a soft smile then reached out and pulled one of Elsa's hands into her lap. "I've seen the way you look at her. How you smile when she's around. How you find time to be with her, interrogating her for hours and then not asking about Arendelle."

Guilt tugged at Elsa's heart. So Anna did know about that. Who told her? "I—"

Anna interrupted. "It's only been a few days. And I know you like her and that's okay. That you like another woman. No one will care because it's common with our people. Love is love, regardless of gender. And I'm glad you found someone you're attracted to. I'm happy for you."

Elsa blinked again. She didn't have to worry about it. Anna did understand. A rush of love swelled up for her little sister and this time a tear did come free.

"But…" Anna reached up and wiped the tear away, a motherly gesture. One only Anna could make. "But be careful. Hans…"

"Seemed too good to be true, too. I know," Elsa finished. "That's why she's so dangerous."

"I don't think she's… that kind of dangerous," Anna said, shaking her head. "But I do think if you rush it… it could become dangerous… for you. For your heart."

Elsa couldn't believe how wise her little sister was at this moment. How thoughtful. How kind. "Yes. I know that, too, but thank you for warning me."

Suddenly Anna's seriousness vanished and, in only a way Anna could, made Elsa's seriousness vanish as well. "Now," Anna said. "Tell me all about her. Tell me about Astrid Hofferson."

Icicle cooed.

Elsa tucked away her longing about Astrid, knowing in a few days they would meet once more. Clasping Anna's hands in hers, she told her little sister all about Astrid, thankful that they had this time to be family, to be just sisters once more.

* * *
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	13. Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Thirteen

Astrid and Hiccup started their dragon ride early, even before the sun hinted at the horizon. They had to make it to Arendelle before sundown to meet the return deadline. Astrid almost wished they started sooner. Almost wished they started yesterday. She glanced at Hiccup. He rode with a frown, determination creasing his face, wrinkling his features. She almost wished she rode alone, just her and Stormfly. But no, of course not, they had to get back to reach a trade agreement and the only way to do that was with the clan leader's approval. Hiccup's approval. Toothless let out a puff of fire and dove through it, probably letting off some steam. Hiccup whooped and laughed as they dove.

Astrid smiled. It was good to do that every once in a while. They had been flying for hours and still had hours to go. She kneed Stormfly down into a spiral and her dragon gratefully sank into it, hurtling to the sea. She pulled up at the last moment and glided across the water, titling to dip her wingtips in the salty sea. Astrid, too, laughed.

Yes. This was good.

She eyed the horizon. She could just make out the giant mountain peak from this distance. Beside that mountain, Arendelle sat. Beside that mountain, Queen Elsa awaited their return. "We're nearly there. We should reach the city in a few hours."

Toothless dipped beside her and Hiccup groaned. "A few hours? No wonder we never found this place before."

Astrid nodded. "I doubt even the fastest or strongest Viking ships made it this far."

"Just another reason why dragons are amazing." Hiccup patted Toothless, who grunted in return.

Astrid didn't answer, but she, too, rubbed her hand over Stormfly's scales, enjoying the smoothness there. Stormfly answered with a snort. "Good girl," she murmured.

Hiccup and Toothless flew up into the clouds but Astrid motioned Stormfy to keep flying by the water. It was cooler here, the sea splashing salt up onto her legs and arms, the water sucking heat from her. The heat that began almost immediately after she awoke this morning. Even after last night's relief.

She needed Elsa.

She hoped seeing Elsa would squelch this feeling. If only a little.

Staring at the mountain growing ever closer, a new thought entered her mind. She hoped they would receive a warm welcome upon their return. Queen Elsa and her Councilmembers might be cordial. But what of her townspeople? Having one dragon come upon their fair city seemed much for the community, but having two? After their first fiery glimpse at a dragon, what could they possibly think of two?

But the townspeople had seen Icicle. And seemed okay with him. If only for now.

A splash of water dotted her cheek, chilling her skin. Icicle had been created. Created by their Queen. Perhaps that was why the tiny dragon had been well received.

That, or perhaps his diminutive size carried the love of the fair town.

Astrid threw her cloak aside and patted Stormfly, then glanced up at Toothless soaring gracefully above.

It would be very different this time around. Stormfly would not be in a cage, nor would Toothless. The dragons would not be allowed to roam, of course, but the townspeople might still be afraid. And their fear might sway the Council. Two large dragons loose in the gardens might sway Elsa, too. After all, the Queen hadn't interacted with Stormfly much, hadn't seen her good side, her kindness or gentleness, her spunk. All the Queen knew was that Stormfly might not kill Anna and could understand human speech, to a degree. Astrid hoped there would be time to familiarize the two.

She glanced up from the sea and hoped, for all their sakes, their dragons would be well received by all.

* * *

><p>Elsa stood at the edge of her garden, erecting four large pillars and an ice roof. It wasn't a cage, merely a structure for the dragons to take cover in in case of rain.<p>

Or snow.

She eyed her handiwork. The structure loomed over her, blue ice curving up and out at the base and top and forming spiraled pillars holding up the transparent ice roof. She figured, maybe, the dragons would like to see the stars at night. Or the moon.

She motioned her guards forward. "Put that water barrel in the corner, the meat next to it, and lay at least two layers of straw on the ground. I want these dragons to be comfortable."

The guards did as they were told. Another came from behind her, puffing slightly. "Queen, the guest bedrooms are ready for our guests. By dusk, we will have a bath ready for each and dinner will be served by nightfall."

"Has the cook prepared everything I requested?" Elsa specifically asked the cook to prepare a vegetable dish in case Astrid or Hiccup did not eat meat. Worry gnawed at her stomach. She should've asked Astrid before she left. Should have been more prepared.

"Yes, my Queen. Everything is as you requested," the guard replied.

"Thank you." Elsa started to motion her away, then stopped as another thought hit her. "Please gather more firewood for the guestrooms. I don't want them to be cold."

The guard bowed her head. "Yes, Queen Elsa."

After watching the guard scurry away, Elsa sighed and turned back to her creation. It seemed too big to her, but, then again, it was for two dragons. Elsa knew how big one of the dragons was—Stormfly—but she had no way of knowing how big Hiccup's dragon would be.

She gulped, remembering the flames and fear of their first meeting. It wouldn't happen again. No, it wouldn't. She wouldn't let it. They had an agreement, after all. A peace offering.

And her and Astrid… well… they seemed to be developing something. Surely she had made the correct decision backing her new ally up.

She had to have.

Still, her creation seemed huge. Straw littered the ground, making a simple bedding for the beasts. She called her magic up to keep the water and meats cold until nightfall and sighed.

Without warning, a weight landed on her shoulder. Her neck cooled. Icicle. The miniature dragon cooed in her ear and nuzzled her hair.

"What do you think of it, little one?" she asked.

Icicle leapt off her shoulder and flapped a bit, landing gently in the middle of the straw pile. He circled around and around, making a small but noticeable dent in the straw, and settled down. He cooed again, closing his eyes and curling his tail around to reach the tip of his nose.

Elsa smiled.

"I guess he thinks it's good," Anna said from behind her.

Elsa yelped and looked around. Thankfully the guards were busy. "You should be thankful no guards heard that," she muttered to her little sister.

Anna grinned. "Oh, stop being so noble. The guards wouldn't care." She shrugged. "I like it, too, by the way. And I think our guests will feel comfortable here."

Elsa turned away from her sister and glanced at the structure once more, and at the little dragon sleeping inside it. Her gaze wandered from the dragon, to the doors leading out to her kingdom. What would her people think of having two dragons come here?

Anna took hold of Elsa's hand. "And I think your people will be grateful for the new goods that will come from this arrangement."

Somehow, Anna always knew what to say to make Elsa feel better. She turned to her little sister and cupped her cheek. "Hopefully, yes. Nothing is set until we make the final agreements and pen both our names on the Trade Agreement."

Still Anna smiled. "I'm sure you'll sweep the Berk king off his feet."

_Technically, their chief._ Still Elsa titled her head. "And what makes you think that, dear sister?"

She leaned close and whispered, "Because you did something similar with Astrid."

Then, in a flash of movement, Anna laughed and darted away. Heat blazed up Elsa's cheeks. _Think you can get away with that, sister?_ She formed a snowball in the cup of her hand. Patting it down, she threw it with all her might at Anna. The snowball hit her squarely in the back, bursting across her shoulders and over her head. Anna squealed, glanced over her shoulder, and winked, then continued into the castle.

Elsa shook her head and grinned, stupidly. Even just the sound of Astrid's name made her blush. Her heart beat frantically, and she rested her palm against her chest to calm it.

She could only hope, for her sake and her kingdom's, that Anna was right.

* * *

><p>SQ: Short, I know, but I wanted there to be another transitional chapter between Astrid leaving and then returning to Elsa. During my vacation I figured out how I'm going to continue this story and how I'm going to end it! (Though that's still a few chapters away.)<p>

I also decided which universe I'm going to play in next: Korrasami! (Also known as _The Legend of Korra_.) Thanks to everyone who voted! I'm probably going to finish this story first and then move onto my new one, but that's good, because it'll give me time to really sink my teeth into the new plotline and such. Check back for more updates later!

Thanks to everyone who favorited and followed my story thus far! I hope to hear from you in my comments; I do love reading them. Also, if anyone out there has an artistic flair, I'd love to see some fanart! Post them on Tumblr, tag me snowedinscribe, and I'll share them around!

Until next time!
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Chapter Fourteen

Astrid dipped Stormfly lower, so that she could fly beneath the clouds. The white vapor tickled on the way through and left water droplets on Astrid's skin. She shook them off. Hiccup and Toothless followed. Astrid glanced down. Arendelle loomed below them. People milled out, going from shop to shop, buying breads and clothe. A few of them happened to look up. One of them opened their mouth, but Astrid was too high up to hear if the man screamed or not. She pushed Stormfly up again. Stormfly flicked her head and groaned.

"I know, girl." Astrid patted her dragon. "I don't want them to think this is an assault or something."

"So you think dipping below the clouds and then zooming back up is a good technique? It'll look like we're spying on them." Behind her, Hiccup laughed. "Besides if they're so touchy we should've walked in."

Astrid eyed him, her anger spiking. "They're not like Berk." Her voice pitched higher than usual. She was getting anxious.

Hiccup leaned back on Toothless and arched an eyebrow at her sudden change of mood. "I know. But they did want to trade with us, remember?"

Astrid nodded. "Their Queen and her Council wanted to trade. The last time I flew into this place I attacked their Queen and made the rest of them run for cover, and I don't know if she made an announcement that we're coming back. I want her people to like us, too."

"What's not to like?" Hiccup spread his arms and grinned. Toothless flicked his ear.

In spite of her worries, Astrid smiled. This is what he's good at. She had to remind herself about it every few minutes. Hiccup was good with the talking and the impression making. He was good at negotiation. He was a good chief.

Everything would go smoothly, trading wise, now that Hiccup was with her.

She hoped everything would go smoothly with Elsa, too.

* * *

><p>Elsa sat on the steps. Probably not the best place for a Queen but right now she hardly cared. Nerves pinged through her, twitching her arms and legs, making her get up and pace every few minutes. She hoped this day would go well, that her and Hiccup would start off on the right foot and the negotiations for trading would be successful.<p>

She also hoped she would get to know Astrid more during this visit.

But she pushed that thought away. Yes Astrid was attractive. Yes something could be there. But she had to be Queen of Arendelle first and foremost. And first and foremost was this trade agreement.

Afterwards she could see where this thing with Astrid went.

She was supposed to be eating lunch, supposed to be getting ready for her company, supposed to be preparing herself. But a few minutes earlier someone outside her gates yelled. A man. She sent her guards out to investigate.

Her guards had yet to return.

Just another thing to add to her plate of worries.

A crash came just outside the doors. She went to them, ignoring the guards as they fluttered around her. The doors swung open before she reached them and her two guards dragged a man inside then slammed the doors shut again.

Elsa stopped short. Lovely. Just what she needed today. Some unruly citizen causing a scene.

"What's the meaning of this?"

One of her guards answered, "He was making a ruckus in the main square. Causing a panic."

"My Queen!" The man detached himself from the guards and flung himself forward to kneel in front of her. "I had to warn everyone. I had to warn you!"

Elsa folded her arms. "Warn me of what?"

"Dragons," the man gasped. He pointed to the sky "Above us. There were two. The same one from before and then another one. A bigger one! Dragons!"

"Ah. Yes." Heat crept up her neck. Should she have made some sort of decree to her people? Realization struck her. Her father would have. Of course she should have. It was a rookie mistake.

One not meant for the Queen.

"I—" she began, not really sure of what to say to this man. He trembled. He actually trembled on the ground before her.

Someone stepped up next to her. "The Queen is in negotiations with Berk, the dragon village," Councilman Itemas said. "If a trade agreement is reached, the Queen will make an official decree to Arendelle. You have nothing to fear."

Itemas titled his head at her out of respect, as if the words had come from her. The man looked from the councilman to Elsa, stood, and backed away a step.

"Yes, my Queen. Sorry to disturb." He bowed, his ears turning a deep crimson.

Elsa gave him a soft smile. "Not to worry." She moved forward and put a hand on his arm, a gesture her father would have made in her situation. "There is nothing to fear from these people. Please, treat them as I treat you."

The man bowed deeper. "I will, Queen Elsa."

"You are free to go," Elsa replied.

The man turned and walked out of her courtyard, leaving the doors open as he left. A mob had gathered at her doors. Elsa sighed and rubbed her temple. A warm hand rested on her shoulder.

"I will deal with them," Councilman Itemas said.

"Thank you, Itemas," Elsa murmured.

"My pleasure, Queen Elsa." He shooed some folks milling just inside the doors and started to close them, nodding to the gardens. "Your guests have arrived."

Elsa turned just in time to see Stormfly land. Even in the short amount of time Astrid had been gone, it shocked Elsa to see how huge the dragon really was. Suddenly her massive sculpture didn't seem big at all.

* * *

><p>Astrid slid off Stormfly's back. She eyed the blue-white sculpture by the gardens, tucked neatly against the wall. It was obviously a space designated for their dragons. A water barrel and bucket of food sat by one column. The grass was covered by a thick layer of hay.<p>

Hay? Stormfly probably would've preferred sleeping on the grass. Still. Astrid smiled. It was a welcoming gesture. She hoped Hiccup wouldn't laugh.

Toothless landed with a thump next to Stormfly and nudged her with his snout. She chuffed and nudged back. Hiccup swung off his dragon. He took in Elsa's home with wide eyes, craning his neck to see the top of the uppermost spires.

"Impressive," he whispered.

Elsa walked toward them, a purple dress hugging her curves and swishing around her legs. Heat rose up Astrid's neck. "Yes. Impressive."

"Welcome, Astrid," Elsa said, stopping in front of her. "I trust your travels went well?"

Astrid's smile grew wider. "Yes. It did. Thank you." She gestured to the ice structure. "Thank you for the dragon enclosure. I think Stormfly and Toothless will like it."

Elsa titled her head, her gaze flitting between Astrid and the dragons. "I had hoped so. Though they should be careful. Icicle seems to have taken residence there."

Was she blushing, too? Yes. Astrid noticed a faint blush on her cheeks. Astrid chuckled. "I'll let them know."

Elsa's gaze finally settled on the chief of Berk. "Welcome, Hiccup."

Hiccup stared at her. Just stared at her. His lips parted but he didn't say a word. Had he heard her? The silence stretched a little too long. Elsa's smile faltered, and she glanced at Astrid.

Astrid nudged Hiccup. He seemed to snap out of the trance and extended his hand. "Nice to meet you, Queen Elsa."

Elsa shook the offered hand. "Lovely to meet you, too. Chief Hiccup, is it?"

Hiccup laughed. It was a squeak of his usual voice. Astrid stared at him. What was wrong with him?

"Just Hiccup would be fine," he said.

Nodding, Elsa replied, "Just Elsa would be preferable, too. Shall we go inside?"

Hiccup shook his head and rolled his shoulders back. He gave a sideways glance at Astrid, motioning her aside. "We will. Just a second, okay?"

Astrid followed Hiccup over to the other side of the dragons. She glanced back at Elsa, who mouthed "everything okay?" at her. Astrid shrugged.

Hiccup stopped by Toothless and motioned her closer. She moved closer, now standing toe to toe with her former lover. When he breathed, she breathed in it. He smelled like dried fish, their last meal. "What?"

Hiccup shifted his eyes down to the space between them. "I don't want you in the conversation about the trade agreement."

Astrid titled her head. She didn't expect that. "Why?"

Hiccup's eyes darkened. "Because you'll mess it up like last time."

* * *

><p>Elsa rubbed her arm and glanced over at the dragons. The talk between Astrid and Hiccup just got louder. She couldn't make out the words, but the conversation definitely escalated to an argument.<p>

What should she do now?

She wanted to make a good impression, but, after meeting her, they go off and fight? She reviewed the conversation in her mind, going over each and every word. They hadn't said anything strange.

Trying hard not to listen as the conversation pitched louder, Elsa stared at the dragons instead. Stormfly seemed okay. She nudged the other dragon—Toothless, Astrid called him—but the dark dragon kept shoving her away. Toothless seemed… anxious. He stared at the walls, at the gardens, at her home, at the dragon enclosure. He stayed close to the ground, tail lowered, wings tucked close to his body. He looked… scared in a way.

And Elsa wanted to go comfort the beast.

Just when she gathered enough courage to walk over to the dragons, the fighting stopped. Or, at least the yelling quieted down.

Hiccup and Astrid walked around Stormfly. Hiccup had a smile, but Astrid's face was redder than a cherry pie. She hung back and scuffed her boot against the grass while Hiccup sauntered up to Elsa. "So, should we go inside and talk?"

Elsa made a point of looking at Astrid. "Yes, we should all go inside."

Hiccup shook his head. "Astrid won't be in the conversations. Is there a place she can stay?"

What? Elsa tried to contain her shock. Why wouldn't she be involved? It didn't make any sense since Astrid opened the conversation between the two peoples. Still, that was Hiccup's decision. As chief he had the final say in who sat in on negotiations representing Berk.

"As you wish," Elsa replied. She didn't know him very well, so perhaps it was bold of her to assume what his facial expressions meant, but the lines creasing his forehead and the tense look in his eyes seemed to suggest he looked… stung. Hurt by something, perhaps.

Elsa snuck a glance at Astrid, who glared at the ground, her blush, if possible, getting deeper. She wanted to comfort Astrid. But this wasn't the time.

The doors leading into her kingdom opened and Councilman Itemas walked in. It gave her the perfect excuse.

"Councilman Itemas." Elsa took his arm and led him over to Hiccup. "Please lead Hiccup to the council hall where we can discuss trade options."

"Yes, my Queen," Itemas said, bowing his head. He took Hiccup by the arm, gently, and led him away. Elsa watched for a moment, then turned her attention to Astrid.

"Are…" Elsa walked over to the other woman. "Are you all right?"

Astrid lifted her gaze. She scanned anywhere but at Elsa, finally landing on the now open doors. "I'm fine."

"You can visit Arendelle, if you'd like. Walk around the square. Look at the shops." Elsa tried for smile, but it was like she was banishing Astrid from the grounds like an insolent child while the adults spoke of important things. Certainly not the impression she wanted to leave on this… interesting… woman.

Astrid shook her head and rubbed a hand over the back of her neck. "Sure. That sounds like fun." She gave Toothless and Stormfly a pat and started for the doors. Then she turned and grinned. "You have fun, too, in there. Okay?"

Elsa's insides gave a little kick at that smile. She returned it. "I'll try."

Then, Astrid went out the doors and vanished from Elsa's sight. She gave the guards orders to make sure the dragons were comfortable, but the guards shrugged. Once their humans left, the beasts had gone straight for their enclosure and flopped over. Elsa smiled. It seemed that job was done. She told her guards to keep an eye on the beasts and, satisfied the dragons were happy, Elsa headed inside.

Though she was grateful to start negotiations with the Berk chief, she longed to be out in her fair kingdom walking around with Astrid instead.

* * *

><p>SQ: What happened between Hiccup and Astrid? You may never know... kidding!<p>
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**Chapter Fifteen**

Astrid kicked a few stones down the pathway. Anger propelled her forward, still miffed about her argument with Hiccup. She barely looked up. Barely glanced around. How could he bring that up after all this time? How could he slap that in her face? She was the one to bring Hiccup here. Tears stung her eyes. She was the one to start the negotiations. Pain squeezed her chest, making it hard to breath. She was the one to even find this place. Astrid walked quicker, almost a run.

She was the one to find Elsa.

The conversation tore through her mind, through her soul. _You'll mess it up like last time._ That's what Hiccup had said. Last time…last time! That certainly was the last time. For many things.

Her vision blurred. She stopped even paying attention to the path. Her boot caught on something, and she tripped. She threw out her hands to protect herself and landed in a heap. Pain sliced up through her palms, reverberating through her arms and shoulders.

The blow shocked her out of her thoughts. Blinking, she cleared the tears from her eyes and finally looked around her. Finally noticed things.

She had walked to the waterfront, where the ships docked. Thankfully no one was around here to see her fall. She glanced over her shoulder. It seemed everyone had gathered in the town square, far enough away to give Astrid some room to think but close enough to hear the laughter and gentle hum of conversation.

Astrid chuckled and got to her feet. It seemed the blow had knocked the anger out of her as well. She walked to the edge of the dock and sat down again. Sometimes it was nice to be away from people. Sometimes it was nice to be alone. She leaned back on her fists, mindful of her sore palms, and surveyed the water.

Breathing in the salty air reminded her of Berk. If only a little. The massive ships, with masts taller than anything she'd ever seen, would never come to Berk though. Usually only stocky ships came their way, short, stocky, hardy. Like their occupants. Astrid rolled her eyes.

Nothing like the tall smooth lines of Elsa and of Arendelle.

A chorus of laughter drifted her way, and Astrid sighed.

_Like last time._

This wasn't the first time they had opened negotiations with a nearby kingdom. And it certainly wouldn't be the last, either. Berk was a great place to live. But it was also far away. From everything and everyone. It took a day's hard travel by flight or three days by water to get to the nearest kingdom.

And last time, while they did open trade negotiations, it could have gone better. Guilt prodded at her. She pushed it away. It wasn't the time to think negative thoughts, wasn't the time to think on the past. Astrid stood. She was here. In Arendelle. In a completely new kingdom and she had free rein to wander. She pushed the negative thoughts away. She might as well use that freedom to look around.

* * *

><p>Elsa sat in the dining room. Her Council had wanted the negotiations to take place in the main throne room, but the chamber seemed so large and so formal, Elsa couldn't stand it. Perhaps it was a bit… unceremonious…but it seemed nicer to talk in the dining room to her. A scribe sat next to her, taking notes. Even with the warmth of the day, she ordered a fire to be made. It crackled merrily in the far wall. She also ordered two cups of tea and a plate of sandwiches. She sipped on her mint tea, but the sandwiches sat untouched between them. She eyed her guest.<p>

Hiccup seemed…stoic. A muscle kept twitching in his forehead. She wondered if it was because of the fight from earlier. Surely he wouldn't let that hinder his ability to negotiate.

"Hiccup," she said, drawing his gaze. "Please don't stand on ceremony just because of me. You must be tired from your travels from Berk." She gently nudged the plate closer to him. "Please eat."

He picked up a sandwich and bit into it. "Thank you, Elsa."

Elsa, too, selected a sandwich and took a bite. The burst of sweet berries from the north and smooth cream cheese filled her senses. Calmed her a little, too. It was the same kind of lunch her mother would make when she was younger. Maybe it wasn't the correct thing to serve during a negotiation, but she had to try something.

She tucked a lock of her hair back and gave him her best smile.

All at once, his expression changed. Melted almost from the stoic expression to something…different, something warmer at the very least. He seemed to relax, too, settling back in his chair.

They remained quite for a few moments, but Hiccup stared at her so intently, it almost made her feel uncomfortable. Might as well dive right into the negotiations.

She cleared her throat. "Arendelle is more than welcome to share our supplies with Berk."

"And Berk is more than welcome to share our supplies with Arendelle," Hiccup said, almost a bit too fast. A bit too high. Though, perhaps his voice was always pitched at a higher register.

She tiled her head. They were off to a good start, at least. "That is wonderful news." She pulled out a roll of paper from the folds of her dress and slid it across the table. "My Council put together a list of items Arendelle can part with over an extended period."

Elsa bit her lip. A nervous habit. Admittedly, the list wasn't long. Horses. Metalwork. Fabric. Some foods, mostly homegrown herbs. Some medicine. Arendelle, though Elsa never would admit it outloud, was going through a dry spell at the moment. The waters this summer had been choppy, too choppy for their usual partners to get through. Elsa glanced at the sunlight streaming through the window. How calm the light looked against the white tablecloth.

The waters may be choppy…but dragons didn't need to travel through the waters. Dragons flew over it.

Hiccup stared at the paper far longer than Elsa thought was necessary. The list was short, after all, what else could he be considering. Her stomach tightened. Maybe…reconsidering?

She couldn't take the silence any longer. "I hope you find our supplies satisfactory. By next summer we should have a wider selection."

Hiccup glanced up. "No need to wait until next summer." Were his cheeks redder than before? She couldn't tell. He coughed a little. "These are great."

Elsa nodded. _Thank the gods._

"As for Berk," Hiccup continued, ticking off the items on his fingers. "We have meats, weaponry, furs, stone, and…" Hiccup paused, a gleam brightening his eyes. "Dragons."

Shock rippled through her. Dragons? They would trade… dragons? "You would trade dragons?"

Hiccup shook his head. "No, but we can teach you and your people how to ride them."

"I would love to learn," Elsa said, her voice lifting with her excitement. Memory of Astrid barreling down on her on top of Stormfly bubbled up in her mind. Of how strong Astrid looked. Of how striking. Astrid would be a wonderful tutor.

Hiccup leaned forward and his voice dipped lower, "I would love to teach you."

It was only because of her years of solitude and schooling did she keep the disappointment off her face. "That would be…" She searched for the correct word, the word Hiccup would want to hear during a negotiation. A word that would make her parents proud. And, even though her heart wasn't in it, she said, "Lovely."

Hiccup grinned.

Yes, there definitely was a blush spreading across his cheeks now. For the second time that day Elsa's stomach tightened. It seemed the Berk Chief liked her…and perhaps as more than a negotiation partner.

* * *

><p>Strolling around Arendelle had to be Astrid's best idea yet. The kingdom awed her. Everywhere she looked something new caught her eye, a storefront selling unique flowers that would never grow on Berk, a shop with herbs and spices she'd never heard of, a food cart selling freshly baked breads infused with oils and berries. She craned her neck just to glimpse everything. Her stomach growled but she ignored it. People, so many people, milled around. Enough people to cram on Berk twelve times over. And Arendelle was huge in size, too. The builders were taller than she'd ever seen. At first, the hum of conversation invigorated her. She caught snippets of everyday life here. Of how happy everyone was.<p>

But then, when she lingered too long at a bright blue bolt of fabric, her thoughts lingered back to Elsa. And the fact that Elsa and Hiccup were negotiating without her.

Her happiness ebbed away.

She bought some bread, cheese, and a mug of cider, found a somewhat secluded space away from the main bustle of people, and sat down to eat. The bread was delicious, spicy and sweet all at once, but after the first few bites the bread dried in her mouth. The chewiness annoyed her. The cheese was too soft and the cider, too strong.

She frowned. _Last time._

A thump startled her. Someone—a brown haired woman who looked vaguely familiar—sat next to Astrid. A man with striking blond hair slid into the seat across from them.

The woman held out her hand. "Hello Astrid. My name is Anna. We haven't been formally introduced yet."

Elsa's sister. Astrid shook Anna's hand and eyed the man. This must be Kristoff. Elsa had told them about their engagement. The one she interrupted. Her neck heated. "Yes, I remember seeing you around the castle. Looking at Stormfly. And you must be Kristoff." She extended her hand and Kristoff took it, grinning. His gaze didn't linger on her for long though, sliding back to Anna almost immediately after they finished shaking hands.

"Your dragon is amazing!" Anna leaned forward, her eyes sparkling.

Astrid gave her a small smile, though her heart wasn't in it. "Thank you." Because Anna seemed so keen to talk, Astrid added, "Icicle is pretty amazing, too."

Kristoff slid his arm around Anna and Anna giggled, actually giggled. "Yeah. He is!"

Astrid nodded and stared at her food, pushing some cheese around with her finger. She really didn't feel like talking. And Anna's effervescent mood wasn't rubbing off on her at the least. Memories of the last negotiation lingered in her mind. Her throat tightened.

"Kristoff," Anna said. Astrid looked up. Anna's mood changed it seemed, too. Her smile hadn't faltered, but her eyes grew serious. "Can you get me a drink and refill Astrid's?"

Kristoff glanced between the two women and said, "Sure. You had cider?"

Astrid, realizing the question was for her, cleared her throat and said, "Yes. Cider. Thanks."

Grabbing Astrid's now-empty mug, Kristoff lumbered off. Anna, twirling her ring, watched him leave then turned to her.

_Uh oh._ Anna seemed really serious now. Her smile dimmed slightly. "Astrid, I heard about the fight you and Hiccup had. Did you want to talk about it?"

How did she know? "Um…" It wasn't the best way to start this conversation, but Astrid couldn't think of anything else to say. Astrid shifted uncomfortably. She didn't want to talk about it. But she really didn't want to talk about it with Elsa's sister.

"Elsa told me about Hiccup, that's how I know about him. But you seemed like his right hand woman or something." Anna snuck her hand across the table and laid it on Astrid's. The pressure comforted her. Anna titled her head down to meet Astrid's lowered gaze. "And I know you're far away from your friends and family and everyone you know …and…and I thought maybe you'd want to talk to someone about it. You looked so sad before, and I'd like to help you if you'll let me."

Anna looked at her with such a kind and open expression, Astrid surprised herself and started talking, "We negotiate with a lot of people. Berk is just so far away from anything. We're good by ourselves, of course, but having relations…" Astrid paused, images of Elsa floated in her mind. "Relations" wasn't the best choice of words. She pushed on, "Negotiating with other kingdoms is a good idea."

"Of course." Anna nodded. "I take it one of the negotiations went sour?"

Astrid shifted her gaze, stared at the people milling about instead of Anna. It would be easier to talk about what happened without looking at Elsa's sister. "Very. We were negotiating with the kingdom of Corona, the Queen there is…well, she's a unique woman. She drove a hard bargain, wanted a few dragons to keep, said it would be good for her people and for her land. Said it would be unique."

"It certainly would be," Anna whispered.

"Hiccup figured it would be okay. Figured we could give them a few baby dragons, hatchlings, and show them how to take care of them." Astrid's stomach coiled. Memories of the tiny dragons pushed their way to the front of Astrid's mind. Of how delicate they looked. And how dangerous they could become if treated unfairly.

Anna squeezed her hand. "You disagreed?"

"I didn't think the kingdom could handle the dragons. They had never seen the dragons before, never even heard about them. At least here in Arendelle you had Icicle before you met our dragons. Dragons, while they are wonderful creatures can get dangerous. Deadly, even. I couldn't just let them have babies if they didn't know how to take care of them. But Hiccup was so excited about the negotiations he agreed right away, said he'd give them three dragons in exchange for a whole hoard of our supplies." She took a deep breath and barreled on, desperate to say her piece before her courage ran out. Astrid looked up. "I didn't want anyone at Corona to get hurt so when Hiccup returned to Berk, I snuck away and pleaded for the Queen to reconsider."

"And I take it Hiccup wasn't terribly happy about that." Anna smiled sadly.

"No. He…well, when he got back to Corona and found out I talked to the Queen, he blew up at me. Said I was always undermining him. Said I should've talked to him first, which I agree would've been better. We were going out at the time and that was the last straw for him."

Anna's smile melted into a frown. She withdrew her hand. "But you did it out of concern for the safety of Corona and the Queen."

"Yes! Exactly." Astrid pounded the table. She wondered, briefly, why Anna had removed her hand, but just the fact that Anna understood propelled her to say more. "The Queen didn't like being yanked around and—I told you she drove a hard bargain—and said if we were to remain partners asked for double what she originally asked. It wasn't fair for us, really, but I believe it was better for them in the long run. Hiccup didn't see it like that and we had a pretty hard winter after that."

Anna rested her chin on one of her hands. "We had a pretty hard winter a few years back. It seems the concern for the safety of others just…does that sometimes."

Astrid glanced down. Elsa had mentioned a hard winter, when she had lost control. But only briefly. Astrid was just about to ask about it when Anna asked, "You and Hiccup were an item?"

Shocked, Astrid could only nod.

* * *

><p>Elsa ignored it. She really did. But that wouldn't solve the problem. Over the next few hours it became clear that Hiccup liked her. His easy banter and teasing solidified it. But what could she do? Maybe negotiating at the dinner table wasn't the best idea. Elsa longed to be in her throne room, seated in her chair with adequate distance between her and Hiccup. Hiccup had even closed the distance further by coming around to sit next to her. Flabbergasted to the point of numbness, Elsa allowed it. Stupidly allowed it. Even her scribe cocked an eyebrow at that. Elsa imperceptivity shook her head. How could she fix this?<p>

Hiccup polished off the last sandwich. "So what did you and Astrid really talk about while she were here?"

Elsa numbed further. Of all the things to talk about, Astrid was never one she wanted to discuss with the chief of Berk. Especially after that fight from earlier. But Arendelle needed this partnership. She set her hands in her lap and smoothed her dress. "What do you mean?"

"Did she promise anything when she was here?" Hiccup said.

"No." The looks she gave, the clever turn of phrases, the shared moments together. Those were promises all their own, but not ones he needed to hear. Despite herself, she smiled ever so slightly from those memories. "Astrid didn't negotiate anything, just said that she would bring you back here."

"Good. She doesn't have that authority," Hiccup replied. He seemed to straighten a little while saying that, as if his height also gave him authority. He shifted closer.

"Yes, I realized that. That's why I waited to start the negotiations with you." Elsa subtly shifted away, masking the movement by reaching for her teacup. "Speaking of which, we've been talking for a few hours now—"

Hiccup interrupted her. "Really, it seems like it's only been minutes."

Elsa went on as if she hadn't heard him or the softness of his voice. "And I think it's high time we take a break. My scribe certainly could use one." She looked meaningfully at her scribe, who took the hint and nodded enthusiastically. Elsa stood. "Why doesn't she lead you to your guest quarters so you can rest. I have some paperwork I need to go over anyway."

Hiccup stood too. Before Elsa could stop him, he grabbed her hand, holding it tightly within his own. The warmth from his was similar to Astrid's but at the same time vastly different. She wanted to hold Astrid's hand instead. Hiccup grinned. "Thank you for such a great afternoon. I look forward to continuing this conversation tonight."

Elsa bowed slightly, slipping her hand from his as she did so, and motioned to the doorway. "Tomorrow would probably be better. As I said, I do have quite a lot of paperwork."

Hiccup's smile fell a little, disappointment clear on his face. "Tomorrow, then."

Her scribe led him out of the room, throwing a significant look over her shoulder when he wasn't looking in the process. Once they left, Elsa sank into the chair and put her head in her hands. Arendelle needed these negotiations to go well, so she didn't want to lead the man on, but she didn't want to hurt him either. She was attracted to Astrid. What was she going to do?

* * *

><p>Astrid gulped. It seemed like all of Anna's joy had dissipated in a matter of moments. Seconds even. It had grown colder ever since Astrid mentioned being with Hiccup.<p>

"You broke up with Hiccup, though?" Anna asked.

"Yes." Astrid's voice came out soft so she repeated herself. "Yes, we broke up."

Anna narrowed her eyes. "And did you love him?"

"At one time, yes. But I don't anymore."

The frown on Anna's lips deepened. She took a breath and whooshed it out before asking her next question. "And yet you're still attracted to my sister?"

Even though it wasn't that hot out, sweat immediately started to trickle down Astrid's back. Had they been that obvious about it? She hadn't thought so. Maybe Elsa spent a little too much time interrogating her, but that didn't directly relate to being attracted to someone. Should she lie about it? A horrible thought entered her mind. Maybe Anna didn't approve of that kind of attraction? And Astrid certainly didn't want to cause any trouble between the sisters.

Belatedly she realized she hadn't answered Anna's question. She decided she'd take the consequences of being truthful and blurted out, "Yes, I am."

Anna was quiet for a little while, simply staring at Astrid. Astrid tried not to shift under the piercing gaze. She tapped her foot under the table instead and prayed Anna wouldn't notice. To the gods with it all, maybe Anna disapproved that she loved Hiccup and then...shifted flight plans to Elsa.

Finally, after what seemed like ages, Anna whispered, "She's my only sister you know."

"I know," Astrid replied.

Anna dropped her hand and drew herself up to her full height. "Then you also should know I'll do anything to protect her. She's had a rough year, being the queen and all. It's a lot of responsibility, and she's stressed about it. And, even though she hides it well, I know it shakes her that Kristoff and I are getting married." Her gaze darted past Astrid.

Astrid turned. Kristoff stood a few yards away, lumbering back with two large mugs. He grinned at the pair, but Anna leaned across the table, drawing Astrid's gaze.

"If you love her, that's wonderful news. Treat her right, and I'll support your union whole heartedly." That shocked Astrid, that she supported a love like theirs. People in Berk might've taken more time to digest the news of her bisexuality. Might reacted differently. Anna's voice lowered. "But if this is just a fling, just something you're trying out before you go back to Berk or something to get out of your system…if you hurt her, I'll personally see that you regret it."

Astrid slowly nodded. She had to make Anna believe this wasn't just a one-night stand. The feelings she had for Elsa weren't the temporary kind. "I understand. This isn't something I need to get out of my system. I'm truly attracted to her. And I don't know where it will go or how long it will last, but I swear I'll never hurt her."

"Good." Anna leaned back and gave her a small smile. "That's very good."

Kristoff appeared next to their table, thumped three mugs down, and slid in next to his betrothed.

Astrid thanked him, a bubble of hope rising in her chest. If she wasn't mistaken, she had just received Anna's blessing. Maybe there was a chance for her and Elsa yet.

* * *

><p>SQ: I hope you enjoyed this chapter! Thanks so much for the responses to my previous questions. I'm quite excited that you guys chose Anna as the one to talk to Astrid. I was toying with the idea for a while but couldn't make up my mind. Thanks for helping me! Thank you, also, to all my new favorites and followers!<p>

Answering Chemistry God's question of how many more chapters there will be: Depending on how I break it up, I have four more chapters until the end.

Questions for the next chapter:

1) I'm having them go on a small trip next, do you want them to travel by foot or by dragon?  
>2) Do you want to see more negotiations between Elsa and Hiccup?<br>3) What do you think would be a viable party option - a ball celebrating their successful negotiations or a ball celebrating Anna's engagement?

*Note: It did say "Astrid" in question 3 before, that was a typo. .

Until next time!  
>Warm regards,<br>SerenityQuill
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Chapter Sixteen

Elsa rolled her shoulders back, trying to get rid of some of the tension nestled at the nape of her neck. When that didn't work, she stood and stretched. The light spilling in through the window caught her eye. The negotiations didn't take as long as she expected and guilt still twisted her gut at the thought of Astrid just milling about.

A grin pulled at Elsa's lips. Perhaps she could show Astrid around a little. Spend some quality time with her without the guards, without the prison walls, without prying eyes. Heat crept up her cheeks. _Calm down,_ she told herself, but she walked out to the hallway all the same. She quickened her pace further once she saw the doors to outside. Shoving the doors open, Elsa stepped into the light and breathed in the crisp summer air.

Even though she wanted to see Astrid, the dragon area seemed to call to her. It had been a while since she'd been close to them. Stormfly nudged the darker dragon, who thrashed its tail at her. The memory of Stormfly dragging Anna forward surfaced in Elsa's mind. Of how Stormfly stopped once Elsa commanded her to. No, once Elsa asked. Elsa walked toward the dragons, fully aware that there wasn't a cage this time. That nothing could stop these creatures from killing her if they wanted to.

But something propelled her forward. Curiosity. Maybe. Probably, if she was honest. The dragons seemed…magical. And the image of Astrid riding Stormfly's back burned in Elsa's mind. Of how powerful she looked.

Of how incredibly sexy. Elsa shook her head, trying to clear it.

Stormfly noticed her first. The blue dragon turned, keeping her eye on Elsa as she stepped closer still. Stormfly didn't blink. And neither did she. Maybe it was a sign of respect? Or a challenge. Elsa glanced at Stormfly's tail, remembering how it dug grooves at their first meeting, but the tail didn't move. Didn't even twitch. Then, slowly, Stormfly lowered her head, dropping her gaze for an instant before flicking it back up to Elsa. Elsa's grin widened.

Stormfly huffed and tried to step closer but the other dragon moved forward, butting it's head against Stormfly and staring at Elsa. Stormfly backed up a pace. Elsa focused her gaze on the purple dragon. Was this dragon their leader? It seemed so. Like Hiccup was their chief. Elsa stopped. Stormfly she could relate to. They had communicated, after all. However briefly. But this dragon? Its movements were hesitant. Cautious, almost.

Still, Elsa stepped forward.

* * *

><p>Astrid meandered into the main gardens. She wanted to get away from the bustle of the town. Anna and Kristoff had showed her around quiet thoroughly and Astrid had a three-hour limit on how interesting she found things. They had reached her limit awhile ago. Still, the afternoon sun blazed down, the day still had many hours to go.<p>

She knelt down by the flowers, a bright bunch of bluebells capturing her gaze. Fingering its soft petals, her mind strayed to Elsa, as so often it did. But movement caught her eye. She glanced up from the flowers and gasped.

Elsa walked toward Toothless and Stormfly. What in all the gods was she doing? Stormfly she was fine with, but Toothless hadn't been formally introduced to Elsa yet. Tootheless didn't know her at all. He was a great dragon, but if Elsa did something strange he could consider her a threat.

She rushed toward the trio, calling out, "Elsa!"

"Astrid?" Elsa turned, the grin on her face sending Astrid's belly into flips.

And even though she worried, Astrid smiled in return. She couldn't help it. "Let me introduce you to them."

"Introduce us?" Elsa titled her head, a lock of her hair fell out of her bun.

She reached Elsa's side and put her hand on Elsa's shoulder. Did Elsa lean into the touch? It felt like she had, but Astrid ignored it. She also ignored the tingling running down her arm and the warmth spreading up her neck. Ignored the way her spirit lifted by being around her. Ignored how wonderfully cool Elsa's skin felt under her palm. Ignored how close they stood together. Ignored the way a few free strands of hair drifted over her sparkling ice-blue eyes. Ignored how she desperately wanted to pull Elsa into a kiss.

Or tried to anyway.

Tried and failed.

Astrid lowered her hand and covered her sudden silence with a cough. "I just didn't want you to startle them, that's all." She gestured to the dragons. "They startle easily."

Stormfly let out a huff and butted Astrid's back.

Elsa laughed. "Apparently your dragon didn't like that comment."

"Yeah, she doesn't like a lot of things I say." Astrid pushed Stormfly gently away, sending a glare over her shoulder. Astrid motioned to Toothless to come over. Toothless did, but he kept his eyes locked on Elsa. Astrid rubbed the dragon's nose, trying to calm his worries. "This is Toothless."

"He's quite handsome. His coloring reminds me of twilight." Elsa nodded but kept her distance as well. Out of respect, probably, Astrid noted. Good.

"He's what we call a Night Fury. Super sweet, but he takes some time to get to know new people." She recalled their first meeting. How he kept wanting to attack her. How Hiccup wouldn't let him. Well, she wouldn't let Toothless attack Elsa, either.

"A Night Fury?" Elsa bit her lip, an adorable gesture. "What kind of dragon is Stormfly?"

Astrid winced. She always hated how harsh her dragon's name was. "A Deadly Nadder."

"Deadly?" Elsa's voice lifted.

Stormfly came up on her other side and Astrid rubbed Stormfly's neck. "Yeah, but don't worry about it. She's my friend. She won't hurt you."

"Oh, I know." Elsa smiled at the dragon. "We talked earlier. Would she be okay with me touching her?"

"You talked?" Astrid couldn't believe it. When had they talked? How had they talked? Stormfly slapped her with her wing, breaking into her thoughts. "She wouldn't mind."

Elsa reached her hand out to Stormfly then paused. Waiting.

Bold. The thought struck Astrid. Elsa was bold. Wanting to touch her dragon. Wanting to risk it. Not many people would be so willing after their first encounter. After putting the dragon into a cell. After letting a dragon go.

But, they were going to be trading partners. She looked at this ice queen. Maybe more than trading partners.

Stormfly closed the distance, nudging Elsa's hand with her nose.

* * *

><p>Elsa wanted to jerk away, but she didn't. It would be rude. The dragon felt warm. Way too warm. But, then again, she only knew the touch of Icicle and Icicle was made of snow. Maybe dragons were supposed to be this hot.<p>

The dragon cooed, and the noise sounded so much like Icicle that Elsa slipped her hand up and over the dragon's head and up its spiked neck. Stormfly moved closer, enveloping Elsa in warmth. The light hit Stormfly's neck, and her scales flashed iridescent. Beautiful.

Elsa leaned down and rubbed Stormfly between the eyes. "You're beautiful, Stormfly. And I knew we would get along the moment you didn't attack Anna."

Stormfly made a rumbling noise and curled around her, her wings pushing into Elsa's side and her tail landing with a thump by Elsa's feet. She nudged Elsa. It felt like a friendly gesture so, emboldened by it, Elsa ran her hand over Stormfly's nearest wing and scratched her belly.

When Elsa finally tore her gaze away from this magnificent creature, she noticed the expression on Astrid's face. The parted lips, the wide eyes. Was that a blush tinting her neck? She couldn't be sure, but her stomach tightened all the same.

"What?" Elsa kept her hand on one of Stormfly's spikes but dropped the other hand away, afraid she had gone too far.

"I just—" Astrid coughed again and rubbed the back of her neck. "I just never expected you two to get along so well. So fast."

"Well," Elsa replied, eyeing Stormfly. "It seems we have an…understanding about things."

Stormfly blinked slowly. A yes, if there ever was one.

Astrid shook her head. "Maybe, if you ever get tired of this queen business, you could become a dragon trainer. We need all the hands we can get."

Elsa laughed. "I don't think this queen thing will ever end, but thanks for the offer." She looked at Toothless still a few paces away. "Do you think Toothless would let me touch him, too?"

Astrid glanced at the other dragon and then back at them. "Maybe."

Elsa's smile faltered. "It's okay if he doesn't let me. If he doesn't want to, I mean." It would be quite a sign if Astrid's dragon liked her and Hiccup's dragon didn't. But maybe Hiccup himself needed to be there before Toothless would let her in?

Shuffling her feet a bit, Astrid lowered her gaze to the ground, as if thinking. Finally she nodded. "Toothless won't mind."

Stormfly unwound herself from Elsa's side and went to Astrid's. Elsa reached out once more to the new dragon and waited. Wanting the dragon to make the move. Like Stormfly. It seemed only fair. Only right. To allow the dragon to decide what he wanted.

* * *

><p>Astrid's muscles tightened. Elsa probably shouldn't touch Toothless. Not now. Not yet. Not without Hiccup around. But she had looked so sweet, so hopeful, so willing, Astrid couldn't say no.<p>

With every breath that passed her lips Astrid tensed further. Maybe Toothless really didn't want Elsa to touch him. Maybe Toothless could sense Astrid's unease?

Toothless' gaze shifted to Astrid and he unmistakably winked. A dragon wink. Which meant he closed both eyes but chuffed in the same moment.

Or maybe he was just being an ass. Like usual.

Toothless, just like Stormfly, closed to the distance between him and Elsa. Elsa grinned, her smile lighting up her face, the garden, hell, the whole universe as far as Astrid was concerned. Toothless allowed Elsa to scratch his nose and his neck, titling his head to allow her more access. He stayed still as she circled him, exclaiming every once in a while about his coloring. He even opened his wings when Elsa asked about it and she gasped at that, too.

Astrid shook her head. Elsa astounded her in more ways than one. It took dragon trainers years to learn how to be comfortable around these creatures. Years of training to calm the beasts down, too. And then weeks, if not months, with the dragons before they could touch them, command them, even.

Elsa was a natural. Even more natural than Hiccup. She had a gift.

Yes, this partnership would work quite well.

A crazy idea captured Astrid. What if Stormfly would let Elsa ride her? What if they could leave together? Go someplace quiet. Someplace to themselves.

The idea burst from her mouth before she could really wrap her mind around it. "Do you wanna ride her?"

Elsa stopped rubbing Toothless' back. A definite blush seeped into her cheeks now. "Excuse me?"

"Ride Stormfly. It's a great feeling. And with your…understanding…I'm sure she'd let you…us…ride her. If you want to. Ride her, I mean." Oh great. Now she was stumbling over her words. Like an idiot. But still, that blush threw her off. What exactly was the ice queen thinking about?

"Oh!" Elsa put her hand to her cheek. The redness vanished. "I would love to."

"Great," Astrid replied. But where would they go?

As if hearing her thoughts, Elsa patted Toothless one last time and said, "I have the perfect place to show you."

Astrid grinned, probably stupidly but she didn't care. She drew Stormfly around and gestured to the saddle on her back. "Do you know how to ride a horse? It's kind of the same thing."

Okay, she didn't really know if it was similar, having never ridden a horse before, but it seemed like the right thing to say.

"Of course." Elsa heaved herself up onto Stormfly's back and settled into the saddle. She slipped her feet in front of the stirrups, as if knowing Astrid needed them. Then she glanced behind her. The blush on her cheeks had returned. She raised her hand once more to her cheek and the blush faded again. "Come on up then."

Not believing her luck, Astrid swung up behind Elsa. Here she was, on Stormfly, wrapping her arms around the woman she had been crushing on for quite some time now, tucking herself closer so she could slip her feet into the stirrups, and desperately trying to ignore how wonderful Elsa felt pressed against her. Of how a deep throbbing had started in her core and between her legs. She couldn't ignore it this time, either, but she desperately tried.

She had one flash back to her first time on Toothless, of how she had sat behind Hiccup not in front, and pushed that thought away. She would ask the ice queen later why she chose this particular position. Gathering the reins in her hands, she chirped to Stormfly.

Stormfly leapt once, twice, a third time, then opened her wings and spiraled upward. Elsa yelped and grabbed hold of the saddle's pommel. Astrid chuckled. They rose higher and higher still, faster than ever before. Astrid looked down, noticed Anna and Kristoff still mingling with others. Saw how Anna glanced up. Saw her eyes widen at them. At Elsa probably. Then Astrid looked away.

"Point me in the right direction," she said, leaning closer to Elsa.

* * *

><p>Astrid's voice in her ear made Elsa gasp. As if on instinct, she settled deeper into the saddle, pushing her butt backwards into Astrid and forcing Astrid's legs wider to accommodate her. She curled to better fit into Astrid's arms and she heard Astrid gasp at the sudden motion. Elsa settled her hands on Astrid's thighs. They trembled slightly under her touch. Though, to be fair, Elsa could be the one trembling. Both from being up so high—on a dragon, no less—and being so near to Astrid.<p>

Elsa loved how warm Astrid felt on her back, how her muscular arms wrapped around her waist, how her breath tickled her neck. She had wanted to be closer, to feel Astrid press into her, to revel in the warmth of this warrior's soul.

And, now far away from her town and from Anna, Elsa could admit that she wanted to make Astrid gasp again. Over and over again until she could take no more.

Still, now wasn't the time. Not yet. They had to get to know each other a little more. A little better. And they certainly couldn't do anything on a dragon. Elsa pointed. "Head to that mountain."

Astrid nodded, keeping her gaze firmly straight ahead. A blush crept up to her ears. Or was it bite of the wind? Elsa couldn't tell for sure, but she had a suspicion it wasn't from the cold air blowing against them. She allowed herself a heartbeat to stare into those hazel eyes before shifting her gaze to stare ahead, too.

They reached the mountain in record time and Elsa pointed to her creation, her ice castle, her sanctuary. It usually took the better part of a day to get to it from Arendelle but on Stormfly it took minutes, at most.

Elsa patted Stormfly's neck, taking the last few moments as they landed, to enjoy the dragon beneath her, the way Stormfly's wings gathered the wind, the muscles coiling then releasing. How the dragon seemed to hug the curves as they spiraled down, wings tilting every so often to correct their decent. How they landed gracefully on the balcony. How Stormfly pulled up suddenly only to drift down to the ice, her claws clicking on the frozen floor. Elsa felt honored to know a creature as lovely as this. And to know a people who befriended these dragons. Stormfly was magnificent.

But Stormfly couldn't compare to the beauty now slipping off the dragon and extending her hand. Astrid, in her thick leather tunic and brown pants, her hair swept over one shoulder and her hazel eyes full of mischief, truly took Elsa's breath away.

She accepted the hand, all too well aware that they were now alone and quite capable of doing things. Of how she had pressed hard against Astrid. Had enjoyed the ride a bit too much. Astrid helped her down, putting a hand only once and only for a moment on the small of Elsa's back to help steady herself. Then Astrid stepped back, breaking their contact. Elsa wished Astrid never would.

But they had to get to know one another. They had to. And Elsa would start the conversation. "This is my sanctuary."

Astrid went to the double doors and swung them open, running her hand along the surface of the ice. "It's beautiful. Who made it?"

"I did." When Astrid spun to face her, Elsa shrugged. "I told you about my powers when we talked in your cell."

Astrid barked a laugh. "Sure, how you created winter. How you somehow created Icicle. And a snowman named Olaf. But never how you created this. It's…It's…" She paused, as if struggling to find the words. "It's stunning, Elsa."

And, because she could think of nothing else to say, Elsa replied with a simple "Thank you." Still, she wanted to get to know Astrid a bit more and so gave a bit more of herself in hopes Astrid would respond in kind. "I needed someplace to get away from it all."

"But you seem so in control in Arendelle." Astrid kept glancing up at the ice chandelier over their heads. Elsa conjured up a double-seated chair for them and sat down, motioning for Astrid to do the same. Even over a year since the incident, that damn chandelier still made her knees shake. Astrid sat down beside her and continued, "Everyone there seems to respect your decision."

"They respect it because of my title. I'm still trying to earn it, though, after what happened with the eternal winter I caused. With almost killing Anna." Elsa's throat tightened at that last part, the wound still heavy in her heart.

Astrid went to put her hand over Elsa's then stopped. "But you didn't. You saved Arendelle. Your powers helped, in the end."

Elsa shifted, spitting out her fears for Astrid to hear. "But it's not enough. They still judge me. I know they do."

She hadn't told anyone about how she felt about her people. About how she felt they judged her. About how they had to judge her because of everything that happened. Her chest tightened. About how they had a right to do so.

Astrid lowered her hand, the weight felt good to Elsa. Comforting. Astrid leaned closer. "That judgment will pass. In fact, I bet it already has. I walked around your village with Anna and Kristoff this afternoon, and your people seemed happy. Anna gushed about the dragons and how ours are just like Icicle and how we're no threat to them. How it was just a misunderstanding. People seem hopeful. And I bet when you secure this deal with Hiccup, you'll see their hope, too."

"Thank you," Elsa replied. Some of Elsa's anxiety lifted. Maybe her people would trust her again. Maybe this negotiation would change it all for her. For her people. For Anna.

She put her other hand over Astrid's and squeezed. Astrid's voice was like a blanket covering her, warming her. But her mind tugged at one word. Hiccup. Their argument from before still weighed on Elsa, how Astrid wasn't allowed in the negotiations. How she seemed so disappointed and so angry about it.

She breached the subject as tactfully as she could. "You and Hiccup seemed…confrontational before the negotiations. I hope I didn't start anything awkward between you two."

Astrid leaned away, breaking their handhold, and Elsa immediately missed the contact. Astrid shifted in her seat, glancing away. She twined her own fingers together on her lap.

Elsa took all those signals to be very bad indeed. "I'm sorry. I don't mean to bring it up, I was just—"

* * *

><p>Uncomfortable. Distinctly uncomfortable. That's how she was with where this conversation was going. And, even though Elsa was trying to fly out of it, muttering even now, Astrid knew she should tell her the truth. And what's more, Astrid wanted to.<p>

She held up her hand. "Stop, Elsa. It's okay. We can talk about it."

Elsa quieted, shifting slightly away.

Astrid frowned. Great. Now they weren't even touching at all. Wonderful job. Really wonderful. "It's in the past, so please don't worry about it, okay."

Elsa nodded, motioning for her to continue.

So Astrid did. "We used to be together." A sudden horrible thought struck her. What if Elsa didn't understand how Astrid could be attracted to both genders? Still, she had to go on. "It was at the beginning of his chiefdom, right when he learned that we could actually ride the dragons instead of battling them all the time." Here she stopped, reliving the memories.

Elsa tugged gently on her tunic, drawing her back. "What happened?"

"Nothing terrible…well…nothing too terrible I mean. Matters of the heart are always complicated and with Hiccup it got more complicated. We used to spend all of our time together and then we didn't spend any time together. His duties as chief called for him everyday and my duties as lead dragon trainer called to me, too." She coughed, fighting a lump that started to rise in her throat. Still, after a year apart, it still felt too fresh in her mind. In her heart. "After a time, it just…didn't work anymore. We didn't make it work, you know? And once we realized we didn't want to make it work, it was a mutual separation."

"I'm sorry. That's always hard." Elsa reached out and put her hand on Astrid's leg, squeezing it.

Astrid stared down at the pale hand, the coolness of it settling her. Calming her. "Right after we separated Hiccup started negotiations with this group of people. He was excited about it, brought me along. This princess also seemed excited about the dragons, too excited. He promised her a dragon egg. An egg! I had to tell her otherwise. Hiccup wasn't terribly pleased and, in the end, we lost the negotiations." Astrid smiled sheepishly at Elsa. "It's why I'm not allowed in yours. I got angry about it because of the connection we have. Because I just wanted to spend more time with you and was angry when he denied that."

Elsa's smile nearly melted Astrid's heart. The blush that rose on her cheeks turned her skin a bright pink, but she didn't do anything to stop it this time. It had only occurred to Astrid that was why Elsa kept putting her hand on her cheek, to stop the heat from rising. But she didn't this time.

Instead, Elsa whispered, "Thank you for telling me that." She tightened her hold on Astrid's leg and leaned forward, pausing just a few breathes away. Her eyes caught the light, and Astrid could clearly see the desire there.

With a burst of courage even she didn't know she had, Astrid slipped her hand behind Elsa's neck and closed the distance between them.

They finally kissed.

* * *

><p>SQ: Yay, some actual kissing, right? I've been itching to write this chapter for weeks now but my life took a sudden turn for the better and I had to focus on another set of writings before I could circle back to this one. I'm super excited to announce that Desert Palm Press picked up my lesbian science fiction novel - <em>Finding Hekate<em> - and will publish it in February 2016! (I'll be sure to put up more details about where to buy it when it comes out, if you're interested.) I had to work on novel edits so that's why I was so distant from this fanfiction piece. I'm so happy to be back in it again, though!

Also, thank you so much to your comments, the new followers, and favorites! It means so much to me that so many people like my work. I'm almost up to 100 comments and have over 200 followers, and I'm super psyched about it!

THANK YOU, READERS! I'M SENDING YOU ALL THE LOVE!

Here are two things you could help me with the upcoming chapters:  
>1) I'm planning on having a ball in the next chapter - Anna's celebratory engagement ball - but I want to connect Astrid to it a little more. Would it be too out of character to have Astrid want to help with the ball (or suggest the ball maybe)? She hasn't really had much time with Anna yet, so I didn't know if that would be too OOC for her.<br>2) I want there to be a sexy times between these two, but I'm a little afraid I've set up their relationship a bit too slow for the three-chapters-to-the-end plan I had. Thoughts?

Also - random update - I am going to write that Korrasami fanfic, I promise, but I decided to finish this story before starting on another. It's just easier for me to work on one writing thing at a time, you know?

Until next time!  
>Warm regards,<br>SerenityQuill
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**Chapter Seventeen**

Elsa moaned and leaned into the kiss. Astrid's hand burned the nape of Elsa's neck but didn't feel wrong, didn't hurt, didn't hold too tight or press too hard. If anything Astrid should press harder. A burst of happiness exploded in Elsa's stomach. This was what she wanted. This was where she belonged. In Astrid's strong embrace. Elsa slipped her arms around Astrid's shoulders and crushed them together, deepening the kiss. Astrid's lips pressed against hers and trembled. Trembled. As if this was wrong. Or too fast. Or too complicated.

Elsa broke the kiss and leaned away, eyeing Astrid. Eyes wide, lips trembling, cheeks flushed, Astrid was beautiful and her warm embrace, comfortable. But was it comfortable for Astrid, too? "Are you okay?"

Astrid let out a breath, air rushing from her lungs and the scent of apples washed over Elsa. "I'm…" Astrid's voice sounded strangled. She ducked her head and coughed, then grinned at Elsa. The light didn't reach her eyes, though. "I'm great."

"But you're…" Elsa ran a thumb over Astrid's still quivering lips.

Astrid blushed, the red creeping up her neck and to the tips of her ears. "Yeah. I hadn't planned on kissing you. I wanted to, for a long while now, but when it finally happened, I suddenly realized I was making out with a queen and got a bit…overwhelmed."

A queen. Elsa laughed and shook her head, tightening her hold on Astrid's shoulders. Right now Elsa wasn't a queen. She was simply a woman in love. "That doesn't matter. What matters is I've waited so long to kiss you and for some reason we've stopped."

Astrid chucked and ducked her head again. Her shoulders tightened.

Elsa arched an eyebrow, recognizing the woman's tense air. She didn't want to push Astrid into doing something she honestly didn't want to. Or had doubts about. Elsa cupped Astrid's face with one hand and met her gaze. "If you want, I can wait a while longer. Until you get used to the idea of making out with a queen." She meant it as a joke, but Astrid didn't laugh.

Elsa stepped back, giving her some space. She slid her hands down Astrid's arms and intertwined their fingers together instead. She wanted to at least keep some semblance of contact. "I'm serious. I don't have a problem waiting. If you're embarrassed or worried what Hiccup would say, I—"

"It's not about Hiccup," Astrid interrupted. "I'm just…overwhelmed." She tightened their handhold then broke it, running her hands through her hair instead. Elsa hated how cold her hands felt after Astrid let them go. "I…I honestly don't know why."

"That's okay. Why don't we go outside for a bit?" Elsa suggested, motioning to the balcony. Maybe the air would do them some good. She wanted to make Astrid as comfortable as possible then perhaps they could work through this sudden issue. Of all the things Astrid could take issue with, Elsa being queen certainly hadn't crossed her mind before, not since Anna had given her blessing of their relationship. If this bloomed into something more, the rest of Arendelle would just have to get used to it.

Astrid nodded, eyes still flitting down instead of holding Elsa's gaze. "Yeah. Yeah. Lets do that."

Elsa grinned and led the way outside the double doors, listening for the quiet padding of Astrid's boots following in her wake.

* * *

><p>Astrid eyed Elsa's retreating back. Why had she felt so strange kissing Elsa? Why hadn't it felt wonderful, sparks flying through the air, gods thundering above? The question wasn't hard to answer. The fact Elsa was queen lingered in Astrid's mind, created a barrier between them. Or at least, between Astrid and her feelings for Elsa. Questions crashed through. Why hadn't she considered Elsa's position before? If she got into some sort of romance with Elsa, where would it go? Elsa certainly couldn't leave Arendelle. She was queen for gods' sake! Astrid frowned. Would she have to leave Berk? Leave her friends and family? Leave the dragons, her responsibilities, her livelihood? All for one woman?<p>

Could she be that reckless?

Or that brave?

Astrid didn't know and that uncertainty terrified her. Paralyzed her. She had faced the Monstrous Nightmare, the Bewilderbeast, the Whispering Death and countless others, and trained them all.

Yet the possibility of living a happy life with the woman she loved frightened her to no end.

She loved Elsa. She knew that for sure, more than anything else. But still, she had to deal with this unease before moving forward in their relationship. She couldn't bring this worry with her in a new bond, surely it would break them apart.

Elsa threw open the doors to the balcony, distracting Astrid from her thoughts. Stormfly lifted her head, huffed a greeting, and uncurled from her position by the railing. The sun sparkled against Stormfly's scales, throwing blues, greens, and whites this way and that. The dragon leapt toward Elsa, butting her with her nose. Elsa squeaked and rubbed Stormfly's neck. The woman was a natural dragon tamer, more natural than anyone Astrid had ever seen.

Stormfly bounded over to her, dashing around her, claws scrabbling for purchase on the ice, tail thrashing this way and that. She halted directly in front of Astrid and lowered her head, squawking. Despite her worries, Astrid smiled. Her dragon wanted to play.

She turned to Elsa, who grinned in return. "Do you have anything to throw? Stormfly likes to play fetch, and I bet she'd love diving around here."

Elsa waved her hands, ice crystallized between them, and soon a large ice stick at materialized. Elsa waved it at Stormfly. The dragon huffed again, eyeing the toy. Before Astrid could tell Elsa anything, the woman ran to the railing and hurled the stick over it. The ice stick glinted as it fell end over end and disappeared over the edge of the balcony.

Stormfly grunted and glanced at her. Astrid titled her head. Stormfly pounced, digging her claws into the ice, coiling her muscles, and, in one fluid moment, leapt over to balcony. She disappeared from sight, returning a heartbeat later with the ice stick clutched in her jaw. She snorted and tossed the stick onto the floor. Easy. The fetch was too easy for Stormfly.

Elsa picked it up and threw it once more, hurling it over the opposite side. Stormfly huffed and dived once more, vanishing. She soared up again, spitting the stick to Elsa and rolling her eyes.

Astrid covered her mouth, lips curling into a smile. Yes. Definitely too easy for her dragon. Elsa couldn't throw it far enough to really make a challenge. Visions of their last fetching came to Astrid's mind. How Astrid had tried, just like Elsa, to throw the stick for Stormfly. How the dragon huffed just like that, casting a disbelieving glance her way. How Astrid had to modify one of their long range bow weapons, just to give her dragon a good run. How happy she was in that moment, bonding with her dragon.

A soft laughter pulled Astrid back into the present. Elsa. Elsa was chuckling, hands running over the smooth ice stick and staring at Stormfly. Elsa turned back to Astrid, eyes seeming to glint in the sun, smile dimpling her cheeks, and all at once Astrid felt that familiar kick to her stomach. She wanted to say something, something to explain her actions, anything really, but then Elsa turned away.

Elsa yelled to Stormfly, "You want a bigger challenge, huh, girl? Okay. How's this?"

With that, she hurled the stick again, this time over Stormfly's head. Somehow the stick flew higher, farther, faster than ever before. Someway, it darted away, becoming a sparkling glint in the distance.

Astrid's lips fell open in shock. Like magic.

Stormfly watched the stick twirl away. She gave one questioning look at Astrid before dashing away after it. But she knew even Stormfly would have a hard time fetching that.

Astrid laughed and ran to the balcony, her arm brushing against Elsa's. "How?"

Elsa nudged her. "I might've…helped it along."

Astrid tore her eyes from her rapidly flying dragon and eyed the woman standing next to her. Sure enough, it was magic. Elsa's snow magic. Swirling in some unknown wind, ice crystals flew in between Elsa's hands. The crystals caught the light, glinting just like the object Stormfly was trying to fetch.

Astrid grinned. "Isn't that considered cheating?"

"No, she is a dragon after all." Elsa said, "Surely you can't throw as far as Stormfly would need."

Astrid pushed back her hair, rubbing her neck. "I recently found out that a longbow works wonders when playing fetch."

Laughing once more, Elsa shook her head. "I knew it."

"I think that might be far enough, though. I mean, even I give Stormfly a chance." Astrid nodded to the stick still being pushed away by Elsa's magic wind.

"Oh!" Elsa lowered her hands. "Of course."

In the distance, the stick seemed to stop its forward momentum and started to fall. Stormfly, now just a simple blue speck, fell after it.

Yet, for the first time, standing so close to Elsa made Astrid's happiness ebb away. She looked at her hands. They shook. Gods above, they trembled! How could she be so stupid? Elsa was queen. A queen! Astrid couldn't tear a queen from her responsibilities and she herself had never imagined leaving Berk. Leaving her home. They just wouldn't work. They couldn't. Fear paralyzed her.

But, as if reading her mind, Elsa's soft hands wrapped around Astrid's and she said, "We can make it work, you know. You and me." Her voice lowered to a whisper. "I mean, if we…if we both wanted to."

Astrid lifted her gaze. Worry made her stomach clench. Tears sprung to the corner of her eyes. "But you're…you're a queen…and I'm…" She wanted to say 'I'm not.' She wanted to say 'I'm too different.' That their worlds were too different. Too far away from each other. That too many responsibilities held her back. That her fears held her back. But she couldn't. Instead, she lied, "I'm sorry. I was wrong…I don't want to make us work."

They stood like that, with Elsa holding Astrid's hands for a long time. They stood in silence. Astrid couldn't bring herself to look Elsa in the eye. Couldn't force herself to face the woman she loved. To tell the truth.

Finally, Elsa sighed and stepped back. "If…if that's how you feel, then okay. But do this one thing for me."

"Anything, Elsa," Astrid said, before she could stop herself. Anything but tell the truth, apparently. Anything but keep her heart safe, apparently. Anything but loving her, apparently. She hated herself in this moment.

"If you really mean what you say, how you were wrong, how you truly don't want to make us…make us work, look at me and say that." Elsa's voice sounded strained, pained. It broke, and she had to cough before speaking. "After all the flirting, all the glances, the advances, you owe me that much. Look at me when you say it."

Astrid glanced up and the sight nearly broke her. It did break her. But not just her heart. Not just her emotions. The sight broke her very soul.

Elsa was crying, her eyes burning with an intense white light, her tears crystalizing on her cheeks. Snow had begun to drift around them, unfelt by Astrid until this moment. Now she felt the cold on her arms and legs. They melted on her skin. The crystals landed on Elsa, too, settling delicately and creating an intricate latticework on her skin, her neck, her cheeks. On her trembling lips. But on her, the crystals didn't melt. It seemed as if Elsa was creating a second skin. An ice skin.

A shield of her own. Between them.

* * *

><p>Elsa hardened the ice on her neck more, thickening her skin by snow alone. Anna had warned her. Had cautioned her with her heart. Why? Why now? Why this moment? Had their kiss broken the spell they had been under? This…daydream. It must've. Why else would Astrid talk like this?<p>

Still, Elsa wouldn't believe it until Astrid looked at her. Until their gazes met and she said it again. Elsa, quite simply, couldn't believe it until then.

She watched as Astrid's gaze wandered over the ice shield she had created on her skin, a practice even Elsa didn't know she could do. Watched as tears leaked from the corners of Astrid's eyes. Watched as her lips trembled. Felt the quaking under her hands.

No.

She didn't mean it. Astrid didn't mean it at all.

Astrid met her gaze. Elsa's heart skipped, her breath caught. Her conviction faltered. Astrid didn't. Right?

No words passed Astrid's lips. It seemed she, too, had stopped breathing for a moment. Her eyes widened. Then, as if something struck her even though nothing had, Astrid tore her hands from under Elsa's, grasped the balcony, and leapt over it.

Fear spiked in Elsa's stomach, but when she leaned over the balcony, she saw them. Astrid and Stormfly, flying away in the direction of Arendelle. Flying away from her. Astrid looked back once and only once, and in that moment, everything was clear for Elsa. Everything made sense.

Elsa shook her head and smiled. Her tears ceased. Her worries lifted. Her shield shattered, cracking from her form and falling to the floor. Being queen didn't matter. They would work it out. If Astrid felt the same way she did, they'd have to. And, from the way she acted, it was clear Astrid felt the same.

Elsa just had to be patient and wait for her barbarian to figure it out for herself.

She glanced around. Now, how was she going to home?

* * *
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	18. Chapter Eighteen

**Chapter Eighteen**

Astrid's gut twisted. Coward. She was such a coward. Running away like that. Running away from Elsa. But how could this happen? How could she let this happen? Fall for someone so powerful as Elsa? Someone so regal. She's a queen. What would happen if they did get involved. Nothing good. She wouldn't want to leave Berk and Elsa couldn't leave Arendelle.

It just wouldn't work.

Still. Elsa glanced back. Her hair whipped into her eyes and she shoved it away from her forehead. The massive ice castle and the mountain it sat on grew smaller and smaller every heartbeat. And Arendelle grew closer. Ever closer. Astrid kicked Stormfly faster.

Stormfly huffed, raking sideways, causing her to fall off the saddle to the left. "What are you doing, girl? Straighten out, already."

Stormfly dipped, suddenly, then flapped her massive wings and flew up, up, up and around, doing a loop mid-air. This time Astrid did fall off. She yelled. Air buffeted her eyes, cheeks, lips. Her stomach twisted and seemed to lift into her throat. She threw her arms and legs out to slow her decent. Waiting.

Waiting.

Waiting.

Finally Stormfly appeared beneath her, catching her as smoothly as ever, slipping gracefully into position between her arms and legs. They soared upward once more, and Astrid punched her dragon's neck. "Don't ever do that again, Stormfly. Not unless I ask. I'm not some piece of wood you can fetch."

Stormfly eyed her, bright yellow eyes glaring. If looks could maim, Astrid would surely be hurt.

Astrid's anger wilted. "I know. I know, okay. I'm an idiot."

Stormfly dipped again, this time closer to the town, leading them down to Arendelle. Leading her down to someone she really didn't want to see right now, even though Astrid didn't even know it herself. Anna titled her head up to them, waving. Astrid's guilt tripled upon seeing Esla's sister. No, no, no. She couldn't bear to see Anna. Not now. Not yet. Astrid tried to turn her dragon around, but Stormfly was too quick for her. At once, her dragon flipped over, making her fall off for the second time that afternoon. This time, it was only a few feet from the ground and Astrid landed easily in front of Anna.

"Wow!" Anna gushed, closing the distance between them and grabbing onto her arm. "That was amazing! Can you teach me to do that someday? Your dragon is amazing. I wish my dragon could be big enough to carry me."

Astrid nodded, smiling. Wishing Anna would keep talking, keep gushing over dragons, and not notice her sister wasn't with them. A heartbeat later, Astrid knew that wouldn't be the case.

Anna's rambling stilled, her smiling faded. "Where's Elsa?"

Astrid tore her gaze from Anna and scuffed her boot against the pathway. "I—" But she couldn't say it. It was too embarrassing. Too cowardly. Too much to think about. She wished Anna would leave her alone to think.

Anna's hand tightened on her arm. "Astrid. Where's my sister?"

Don't be a coward about this, too. Sucking in a deep breath, Astrid caught Anna's gaze and muttered, "At her ice castle."

"At…at her…" Anna's gaze left hers and drifted to the mountain. "Did you…?" She snapped her attention back to Astrid, color rushing to her cheeks and eyebrows knitting together. "Did you leave her there or something?"

Astrid tightened her lips, not wanting to say the words. Especially not to Elsa's sister. But they had to be said. "Yes."

Anna clapped a hand over her mouth, but her gasp could surely be heard throughout Arendelle. "You what?"

* * *

><p>Elsa sighed. Now what? She stared out over Arendelle, so clear in the afternoon light. Now what indeed. Astrid took Stormfly, their ride up here. How was she to get back down to her fair city? She eyed her ice castle, remembering Marshmallow, the giant snowman she had created to protect her castle during that eternal winter. He had wandered off long ago, in search of colder weather, probably. More snow. More creatures like him, too, maybe.<p>

She looked to the horizon once more and remembered Icicle. The dragon. The one she created for Anna. Tiny, useless here probably unless he could call for other, bigger dragons.

Elsa's eyes widened. Bigger dragons? She raised her hands and called up the cold, swirling some snow between them.

Well, why not?

* * *

><p>"You left her there?" If everyone in Arendelle could hear Anna's gasp, everyone in the world could hear her shout.<p>

Shocked by the amount of noise, Astrid stepped back. "Ye-yeah."

"Why?" Anna closed the distance between them. "What happened? Why did you leave her?"

Astrid felt a lump forming in her throat. "I—I just couldn't—"

"Couldn't what?" Anna said, nearly growling the words.

Astrid frowned. Would this woman hurt her? Of course not. Though maybe she deserved it. Finally, she just said it, spit the words out so she couldn't swallow them back down again. "She wanted to move the relationship forward, and I just…I just couldn't."

At once, Anna's shoulders slumped, the muscles in her face relaxed, and she looked at the marketplace where they were standing. At the people milling around. Some had stopped to watch the commotion. Anna stepped back. "Come with me," she said.

"Wha—"

Astrid didn't have time to form her question. Anna grabbed her hand and yanked her forward. They passed by the marketplace, the courtyard, into the huge doors of Anna and Elsa's home, Anna all but dragging Astrid in her haste. Up some stares and down a hallway. It was only then that Astrid recognized the place, this was where Elsa's room was located. She had remembered it from her first night here when she accidentally broke into Elsa's room. Threatened her, even. Was shocked by her calmness.

But Anna didn't go into Elsa's room. She dragged Astrid into a different one, a smaller one, but one no less elegantly furnished. A huge burgundy couch sat facing a massive fireplace, already on even though it wasn't cold. A dresser sat on one end of the room with full-length mirror next to it and a closet next to that. On the back wall, a bookcase spanned floor to ceiling, packed with hundreds of books. A pile of gifts sat in the corner. Engagement gifts. In the other corner sat a huge bed. Kristoff currently sat on it, throwing a ball of paper in the air so Icicle could catch it.

Suddenly it hit Astrid. This was Anna's room.

"Hey, ladies, can I help you," Kristoff's jovial attitude slipped away when he noticed the anger now building on Anna's face.

"Kristoff, leave, please." Anna motioned to the door with her head. "I need to have some girl talk with Astrid."

Kristoff got off the bed and started for the door, kissing Anna on the forehead as he passed by and then shutting the door behind him as he left. Icicle trilled and floated over to Anna, landing on her shoulders. Finally, Anna let go of Astrid's hand. She lifted Icicle off her shoulders and set him on the bed, giving him a loving stroke. He purred and curled up, content.

Astrid stood in the center of the room, awkwardly watching this happen and rubbing one hand with the other. It didn't seem like the girl talk Anna mentioned would be very fun…

Suddenly, Astrid's head jerked to the side, pain raiding from her cheek and through her jaw, a slap reverberating through the room.

"Ow!" She stumbled back and grabbed her jaw.

Anna lowered her hand. "That was for leaving my sister behind, you idiot."

"You dragged me all the way to your room so you could slap me?" Astrid said, dumbfounded.

"I couldn't let the people see such behavior, and I didn't want them to hear our upcoming conversation," Anna replied.

Astrid chuckled darkly, her guilt surfacing again after the pain faded away. "Not really girl talk, is it?"

"No," Anna muttered. She moved closer to Astrid, boots almost touching. It could've been construed as romantic had Anna's face not been contorted in rage. "Listen to me, you stupid barbarian. I trusted you to take care of my sister. I warned you if you did anything to hurt her, anything at all, I would—"

"Hurt me, yeah I remember," Astrid interrupted. "It seems like you got that out of the way."

Anna jabbed a finger into her chest. "You don't get to talk right now. Right now, you listen."

And because Anna was so serious, Astrid nodded.

"Good. My sister has been through enough crap these past few years than to deal with someone like you. To even be near someone like you. Someone who drags her along, acting like you like her, have feelings for her, act like you love her even, and then shove her away like some old toy." Anna's voice rose with each word, until she was shouting again

Love her? Astrid paled. Her knees grew weak. At how clearly obvious she had been. Of course she loved Elsa. She did. But, before she could say anything, Anna drowned her thoughts with shouting.

"She likes you, you idiot barbarian," Anna said. "Even though I warned her about falling in love too fast, she fell in love with you. You don't know how she was when you left for those few days, or how happy she was when you came back."

Astrid moved back slightly. "I do, though. I do know."

"How?" Anna shouted.

"Because I felt the same way," Astrid replied, her voice rising. Anger flared within her.

"Well you have a really crappy way of showing it," Anna said, shoving her away. "Breaking up with her like that and leaving her on the side of the mountain!"

Breaking up? "No, I didn't break up with her." Now Astrid was shouting, too. She grabbed Anna's arm. "I didn't break up with her, I swear."

"Then why'd you leave her on the mountain? You left her there!" Anna tried to wrench her arm away but Astrid held fast. "You left her there alone! Of course you broke up with her."

Suddenly, now more than ever, it hit Astrid. She had left Elsa alone. She had said horrible things to her and then left. How could she not think it was a break up? But was that what she really wanted for them? The churning in her stomach and the sharp knife-like pain digging into her chest made her think otherwise. "I just had to get away. I had to leave. I just couldn't be there anymore."

"Why?"

Astrid sucked in a deep breath and loosened her grip. "I realized I can't be with a queen."

Anna stumbled back as if it. "You…you broke up with her…you left her because you can't be with a queen? Why? Because she's got more power than you? Is this some sort of controlling thing?"

"No." Astrid slumped to the floor, falling to her knees in front of Elsa's sister. Her anger vanished with those last words. It sounded so stupid out loud. So terribly stupid. "I can't…I thought I couldn't be with her because of her responsibilities. It was getting so real, too real, and I got scared. I got caught up in the future. I just couldn't fathom how we would work it out. I don't want to leave Berk, and she can't possibly leave here."

Anna knelt beside her, looking at her with a gentle frown. It seemed like the anger had left her as well. "And you didn't think something like that would be good to have a conversation about? As a…" Anna stopped, her gaze shifting away, then continued, "As a couple?"

A couple. In spite of everything, Astrid felt a smile tug at her lips. Even those simple words lightened her soul. A couple!

"I guess," she started, sifting through her thoughts, trying to figure it out. "I guess the barbarian in me had a flight or fight response and I just…"

"Flew away." Anna finished, now she, too, was smiling. If only a small one. "Just like an idiotic barbarian would."

Astrid chuckled again. "Yes, just like an idiot."

"Astrid." Anna pulled Astrid's hand into her lap and clasped it between her own. "How do you really feel about my sister?"

Heart pounding now, Astrid looked up and met Anna's piercing gaze. A lump formed in her throat once more, and she swallowed it down. "I love her."

Nodding, Anna replied, "I know. Are you willing to fight for her? Because if not, if you're just here to toy with her emotions, I'll—"

"Slap me?" Astrid grinned, rubbing her cheek.

"More than that, if you do this again," Anna warned.

"I know. And I do want to fight for her."

Of course she did.

"I believe you," Anna whispered. "Now, how are we going to get her back to Arendelle?"

* * *

><p>Complete. Her creation was complete. A massive dragon crouched before her, completely formed in ice and having almost the same markings as Icicle. She did the final touches, blue shards down its tail and around its neck, crystalline eyes, sparkles on its belly. She did an extra flourish, too, one that she meant to be homage to Anna but turned into something else entirely. It was a symbol of her heart, true, but it had taken to another part of her heart.<p>

Astrid's side.

A massive bright-blue double-edged war ax shimmered on its chest.

Still, Elsa smiled.

"Now," she muttered. "How do I wake it up?"

She thought back to Olaf, the tiny snowman, how she desperately wanted a memory of a joyful time in her life in that moment. She thought back to Marshmallow, of how she desperately wanted protection. Of Icicle, how she desperately wanted Anna to be happy.

Moving closer to the dragon, Elsa touched the war ax.

The dragon awoke.

"Good girl," Elsa whispered.

She petted the dragon's shoulder and laughed as it curled around her much like Stormfly did to Astrid. Her tale arched up high over her head and slapped down, clearly wanting to play.

"Do you want to play fetch?" Elsa asked.

The dragon sprung back, opening its white jaws wide and rumbling. She shook her backside and leaned down.

"Good." Elsa went over to her dragon and climbed on her back. "Time to go, then. I have something very specific in mind."

In a heartbeat, her dragon had spread its giant white wings and taken off, the crystals of its skin glinting in the lowering sun.

They followed Astrid's hectic path to Arendelle. Elsa squeezed the dragon, urging her to go faster. "What shall I call you, girl?"

As if in reply, the dragon opened her mouth and hurled a wave of frost into the air in front of them. Laughing, Elsa said, "Frost?"

Her dragon rumbled, deep in her chest, one that Elsa felt throughout her whole body. Purring. She was purring like Icicle. She rubbed her dragon's neck. "Frost it is, then."

* * *

><p>Astrid pulled Anna outside. "We need to get Elsa. Can I borrow a horse or two?"<p>

Anna stopped, jerking Astrid to a halt as well. She pointed up. "Ha! I don't think that's necessary."

Astrid's mouth fell open at the sight. A huge white dragon, sparkling in the sun, was drifting closer to the courtyard. It swooped down, landing near the doors to the marketplace. Elsa slipped off and gave the dragon a pat.

Astrid's inside gave a little kick at seeing Elsa. She had been so stupid before. She grabbed Anna and moved her in front of the sight. "What should I say to her?"

Arching an eyebrow, Anna replied, "Well, apologizing for one would be good."

"Yes," Astrid said, breathlessly, not wanting Elsa to hear. She clung to Anna. "What else?"

Anna tilted her head. "Well, that you love her. And you want to talk to her about—"

Astrid's flight or fight mode was snapping in again. "I can't dive right into that just yet."

Scoffing, Anna searched the courtyard. Kristoff was by the flowerbed, gazing opened mouthed at the new dragon. "Then tell her you and I talked, and you'd like to help throw a ball for me and Kristoff. As an apology for upsetting our engagement. Will that give you enough of an opening to actually talk about your feelings?"

Anna's sarcastic tone cut through Astrid's worry. A plan was already forming in her mind's eye. "Yes, actually. Thanks."

She spun on her heel, ignoring Anna's sputtering behind her and intending on going to see Elsa. It shocked her, however, to see Elsa standing before her.

Elsa gave her a long, searching look. After a few minutes of scrutiny, it seemed like Elsa found what she had been looking for.

"Astrid," she said. "We need to talk."

She grabbed Astrid's hand and led her inside the castle and into an all-too-familiar room. Her own.

* * *
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	19. Chapter Nineteen

**[Chapter Nineteen]**

Elsa let go of Astrid's hand and slammed the door behind them. Astrid immediately missed the cool from her touch but didn't move to grab her. Elsa had already slipped past, closing the heavy curtains over her window. The room dimmed, but some light still filtered through, causing the dust that shook from the curtains to shimmer. Elsa opened a drawer in her bedside table, took something out, and closed it again.

Astrid almost asked her what it was, almost opened her mouth and let the words go, almost broke the moment, when Elsa grabbed her hand once more and guided her to the small writing desk, gesturing for her to sit. Astrid did.

Elsa sat across from her. The little table seemed to widen between them, and even though Astrid wanted to close the gap, she didn't. Elsa was leading up to something. Something important. And after Astrid had treated her before, she felt like Elsa should have the first move, the first words, the first shouts.

Elsa caught her gaze then set something on the table between them. Gulping down the questions bubbling inside her, Astrid looked down.

A gorgeous crown rested between them. Golden strands twisted together, forming the headrest, reaching up and cradling a stunning blue jewel that Astrid couldn't name. The jewel caught the little light in the room and gleamed. Beautiful.

Astrid tore her eyes from it and met two more blue jewels staring at her. That crown might be stunning, but it couldn't match the beauty before her. It could never surpass the blue depths of Elsa's eyes.

Still, Astrid remained quiet. Even though her stomach burned with guilt. Even though she wanted to explain herself. Even though she wanted to apologize. Anna's suggestion about the ball rose up in her mind, but even that seemed wrong now.

Elsa said she wanted to talk. So Astrid would let her.

Finally, after a few moments of silence, Elsa cleared her throat. "This is what scares you? This crown. This piece of jewelry? I don't believe it. Yes, I am a queen. Yes, I will rule my people. Yes, I will stay here for the foreseeable future because I have to. Because my people need me."

Astrid's throat tightened. She pursed her lips to keep the words from gushing out.

Elsa kept her gaze, captured it, didn't let it go. "But I'm also willing to talk about other options. I'm also willing to have a serious discussion about our future. I'm also willing to talk about our life as a couple, and how those responsibilities will—or won't—play into it."

Astrid let out a breath. "Our future?"

"If that's what you want." Elsa set her hands beside the crown, palms up. An invite.

Astrid's eyes flitted down to Elsa's hands. She needed to hear it. Not from her own imagination. Not from Anna. From Elsa herself. "Why?"

"Because I love you, Astrid." Elsa gave her a soft smile.

Astrid slipped her hands into Elsa's, accepting her wordless invitation. "I love you, too, Elsa." And because she couldn't stop herself—and honestly didn't want to—she decided against Anna's idea of the ball and instead the truth spilled from her lips. "Gods, I'm sorry for leaving you up there. I'm sorry for freaking out like that. For ruining the moment. I can't believe how much I freaked out when we kissed. I kept thinking how you're a queen and you'd never leave here and I was frightened to leave Berk and we'd never work and—"

"Astrid." Elsa interrupted, stilling Astrid's words. "Pretend you don't need to worry about those things."

Astrid tried that, pushing her responsibilities away, pushing her thoughts of home out of her mind. But she could only do that for a heartbeat, maybe less, before they came crashing back. "But we do need—"

"I know. I know we do." Elsa tightened her hold, again stilling Astrid's outburst. "Then pretend that's something we can talk about later, pretend we're just two women sitting here, talking." She spoke slowly, drawing out the words so they could really sink in.

They could talk about it later. As a couple like Anna said. If Astrid chose to stay. If Elsa let her stay. Astrid's gaze flitted around the room. Familiar, even though she had only been in here once. When she snuck into it by mistake. Two women talking. Like they were. Alone. Some of the worry drew back. She nodded.

"Good," Elsa's voice quieted. "Do you want to be with me?"

At those words, her imagination took hold of Astrid, of her and Elsa living together, working together, being together. Being a couple. Being one soul. And at this simple imaginative future, Astrid's worry dissipated and her heart sored.

"Yes," she said, grinning broadly.

Elsa returned the smile. "Then we can figure the rest out later."

She stood, pulling Astrid to her feet as well, and closed the distance between them. Before Astrid could do or think anything else, Elsa pulled her in for a kiss. This time, the kiss felt wonderful. Elsa's touch radiated through Astrid, cooling the blush that started in her ears. The chill tingled down her neck, shoulders, back, arms. A familiar kick to the stomach. An ache deep in her core.

This time, the kiss left her wanting more.

* * *

><p>Elsa broke the kiss and stared into Astrid's hazel eyes. The desire there mirrored her own. Astrid opened her mouth to speak again but Elsa was tired of the explanations, tired of apologies, tired even of words. Now was the time for action.<p>

Before Astrid could get a word out, Elsa crushed her body against the barbarian, tangling one hand in Astrid's hair and grabbing the back of Astrid's neck with the other, and silenced her with another kiss. This one deeper. Longer. Hungry.

And Astrid, finally, reacted. Her hands, once resting on Elsa's sides, gripped her now. Tight. Tighter. Digging into her sides, her nails carving wrinkles into the soft fabric of Elsa's dress. A sigh escaped Elsa's lips. She broke the kiss. Broke the embrace. Astrid's eyes seemed to glow, desire burning in them.

Elsa slipped out of her shoes. She backed up, undid the ties on her dress, and let it slide to the ground. Astrid's eyes widened, her lips parted, and a muttered curse left her. The cool air drifted over Elsa's skin, and she manipulated it to freeze then shatter her underthings—just for effect because the shocked expression now painted on Astrid's face made Elsa chuckle. And she could always get another pair of underthings anyway.

Still, entirely exposed now a blush rose gently on her cheeks. A part of her wanted to cover herself, but the way Astrid's gaze drifted up and down her body—almost like a caress—caused a tingle to race over her skin and silenced that part. She remained still under Astrid's scrutiny.

"You're beautiful," Astrid whispered, a deep blush coloring her cheeks, ears, and neck bright red.

"Thank you," Elsa replied, warmth spreading inside her at the compliment. A burst of laughter bubbled up from her stomach. Nervous laughter. Yes, she was nervous to have this happen. Nervous, but ready. She backed up to her bed, sat on it, and beckoned Astrid forward. "I was tired of talking, Astrid. I still am, in fact."

Astrid chuckled. "Yes, I am, too."

Astrid moved forward, slowly unbuckling her outerwear as she did. That movement silenced Elsa, even the nervous laughter boiling in her stomach drifted away. The slight clunks of Astrid's buckles hitting each other filled the quiet room.

Astrid's leather outwear thumped onto the ground, boots included, trailing behind her. She removed her shirt—one quick motion up and over her head—but stumbled trying to get the ties on her pants undone. She ducked her head, the blush now reaching her forehead. Her knees hit the bedside, but she still hadn't gotten her pant ties free.

Elsa noticed her blush and her stumbling, but her eyes were trained on the soft curves of Astrid's breasts beneath her short under-tunic. The dark green under cloth gleamed against Astrid's skin, tan from working outdoors, rough-looking from working with dragons, and so close Elsa almost moved to touch.

When she finally realized the stream of curses Astrid muttered under her breath she reached out and stilled Astrid's shaking hands, still struggling with the ties. She guided Astrid's hands gently away from the unwieldy fabric. A tangled knot barred her way in, blocked her from making love to the woman she loved, and Elsa felt a smile tug at her lips. She slipped her fingers over the brown fabric, untying the knots quickly, and soon the fabric fell from Astrid's hips.

Now only the underthings stood in their way and judging from the light fabric, they wouldn't be a problem. Still, Elsa leaned back and lifted her eyes to Astrid, asking for permission first.

Astrid, seemingly shocked for words, merely nodded.

Elsa slipped the underthings from Astrid's body, the bottom half first, inching it over her hips and letting gravity do the rest, and the top next, slipping the green fabric up and over Astrid's head. Kneeling on the bed now, and the same height as the barbarian, she let her hands wander through Astrid's soft hair, down her neck, shoulders, and rested on her hips. Still waiting. Needing permission to go further.

Astrid wrapped her arms around Elsa, tangling her fingers into Elsa's hair and inching closer, their bodies still a few inches away. Closer, their bodies nearly touching. Closer. Finally, Astrid moved so they touched, skin on skin, warm hesitantly meeting cold. The tingles racing through Elsa's body solidified at this touch and raced lower. Still, Elsa waited.

They held each other for a moment, a heartbeat, before Astrid took a deep breath and pulled Elsa in for a kiss. The desire swirled in Elsa now, spiraling closer to her core, then lower. Her heartbeat pounded in her ears, and even though she wanted to do more, she rested her hands on Astrid's shoulders. Astrid pulled away, breaking their contact and cold air rushed over Elsa's skin. Astrid tangled her fingers in with Elsa's and settled down on the bed, pulling her down, too.

Still, Astrid trembled. Not just her hands, either, her entire body trembled beneath Elsa's weight. "Are you sure?" Elsa whispered.

"Yes. I'm just…nervous," Astrid replied, her voice deeper than usual.

"You've tamed dragons—huge dangerous beasts—and this makes your nervous?" Elsa eyed Astrid's face, wanting her to rise to the challenge. Still, Astrid bit her lip and her gaze skittered to the curve of Elsa's breast resting gently on hers.

"I'm not used to taming my own heart," she finally replied.

Smiling softly, Elsa raised herself off Astrid slightly, balancing on one elbow and placed a hand over Astrid's heart. It thumped rapidly against her palm. "I'll tame it, then," she whispered. "As long as you're sure—"

"I'm sure!" Astrid interrupted, giving her a shaky smile that caused Elsa's own heart to skip. The blush had receded a bit, now just coloring the tips of her cheeks. A lock of hair had escaped from her braid and rested on her forehead.

Elsa tucked it behind one ear, caressing Astrid's cheek before whispering, "Okay, then. Lay still."

She moved, shifted slightly, to gain better access to Astrid's trembling form. Her hands wandered. First resting on Astrid's neck, feeling the quickened pulse even there, then sliding down her body and cupping her breasts. When Elsa rubbed Astrid's nipple, the barbarian's form tightened beneath her, and she gasped. Elsa did it again, and again, and again, playing with her, toying with her until the trembling wasn't from nerves and Astrid squirmed beneath her.

She lowered her mouth to one supple breast, pulling the bead with her lips, licking it, swirling. The heat of her skin turned Elsa on even more. Astrid moaned and instinctively rocked up. Elsa met that movement with the palm of her hand, the bush crumpled, her palm meeting warm folds already wet.

That sudden contact caused Astrid to shudder. She pushed her hands into Elsa's hair, pulling, tugging, pushing.

Elsa laughed against the nipple still in her mouth and drew back. She eyed Astrid, her love's eyes glazed over and staring at the ceiling, her body writhing, rocking up to find nothing there. Elsa had removed her hand. Astrid's legs had fallen slightly open, one leg arched out, the other straight. The sight caused the desire in Elsa to coil and burn. The place between her legs throbbed.

Still, Elsa wanted to make Astrid happy, wanted the barbarian to completely open to her. She moved to the other breast, taking the nipple into her mouth, swirling with her tongue, biting slightly. As soon as her teeth grazed that soft skin, Astrid's moans doubled. Elsa's own agony doubled.

Apparently the barbarian liked it rough. Elsa grinned. She could do that.

* * *

><p>Astrid's breathing was too fast, too much. The sensations in her body nearly took her to the edge but she held it in. Tried to anyway. But when Elsa bit, gently, on Astrid's breast again, moved her hand to the other breast and pinched Astrid, Astrid's back arched, a guttural moan—louder than all the rest—piercing the air. She rocked her body up, needing something, anything, to release this pressure coiling inside her. She found Elsa's leg there, pressing down, and Astrid rocked onto it, smearing wetness onto her skin.<p>

When Elsa removed her tongue from Astrid's breast, a shot of disappointment speared through Astrid, but then Elsa was on her again, kissing her. Kissing her hard. Elsa squeezed Astrid's breast and a kick went through her, her muscles tensing. She rocked against Elsa's leg, needing release, needing to be set free, her moans filling Elsa's mouth. Her eyes widened. Almost there. Suddenly Elsa's leg, and the needed pressure it provided, disappeared and the ache between Astrid's legs redoubled. Astrid broke the kiss.

"Elsa," Astrid gasped. "Elsa, please."

Elsa smiled, kissed her once more, and moved down between Astrid's legs. Astrid let them fall open for her, waiting and ready. Still, she went slowly. Licking Astrid's folds. Running her teeth over the jewel hidden in the folds, sucking it. Darting her tongue in and out of Astrid's core, going deeper each time but not deep enough. Astrid writhed under her touch, hands grasping the bed covers. A spasm went through her, and Elsa grabbed her knees and kept them apart. The force, the sheer power of Elsa, the woman between her legs, almost brought Astrid to the edge.

Finally Astrid yelled, "Elsa, if you don't do this, I will." She moved her hand, two fingers outstretched, toward herself.

Elsa slapped Astrid's hand away and dove three fingers deep into her love and curled them forward. Astrid gasped, the sudden fullness stretching her. She moaned, rocked into the movement, her eyes wide. Elsa rocked, too, going deeper with each motion, curling her fingers each time.

Astrid, unable to take any more, glanced down at Elsa. At the woman she loved. Their eyes met and with one more push, Astrid's back arched, her muscles tensed, and wetness spilled from her. Elsa waited a few heartbeats and then brought Astrid to the edge again and again. Astrid saw stars, her energy sapped, body trembling hard, before pushing her love away. She didn't have any more to give.

Elsa complied, removing her hand in one gentle motion, and settling down next to Astrid. Slowly Astrid's breathing normalized, the trembling stopped, the aftershocks lessened. Her heartbeat slowed.

Finally, she was able to look Elsa and grin. "That was way more exciting than any dragon."

Elsa kissed her cheek and laughed, a soft musical sound. "I'm glad for that. And now I can say I tamed a fearsome Astrid Hofferson."

Astrid chuckled. Fearsome she wasn't. Not at this moment, at least. She stared at Elsa, taking in the flush on her cheeks. "I can return the favor."

Elsa shook her head. "Not today.

"But you're so…" Astrid gestured to the sweat beading on Elsa's pale skin. Elsa twirled her fingers and a cool breeze drifted almost lazily over them, caressing and cooling them. The redness on her skin and the sweat disappeared.

Elsa sighed, a smile spreading on her lips. "Not anymore. This is my gift to you, love."

Love. Astrid beamed. She wrapped her arm around Elsa and drew her close. Elsa snuggled close, an arm and leg draping over Astrid's body as if that was the most normal thing in the world.

"Okay, love," Astrid replied, mirroring Elsa's language, "But I'm going to return the favor soon. Like you tamed my heart, I'm going to fetch yours."

Elsa chuckled. Astrid's eyelids drifted close. Before she could fall asleep, though, Elsa whispered, "What did Anna tell you to say to me…before I dragged you away?"

Astrid thought back. "That I had expressed interest in throwing her a ball. As an apology for upsetting her engagement." Astrid paused, wondering what kind of dress Elsa would wear to a formal ball. Probably one with some slink. Then, to her surprise, she thought about Hiccup and how the ball would be a perfect place to seal the deal between the two lands. And Anna would be thrilled. It seemed like a win-win-win situation. Astrid kissed Elsa's forehead. "And I want to."

* * *

><p>SQ: FINALLY I UPDATED THIS STORY. Life and grad school and all. Thanks for sticking with me and the lovely comments! I'm nearly done with this story, maybe two more chapters. Or one really long one. What did you think?<p>

1) Two small chapters  
>2) One long one<p>

Also, what did you think of the steamy scene?

ALSO ALSO, my book _Finding Hekate_ came out from Desert Palm Press! I have a link to it on my profile page or you could just go to the Desert Palm Press website! _Finding Hekate_ is about a spaceship captain who's being hunted and she has to decide whether to kill her crew and run like she's done many times before or stick with her crew and fight. But the problem is, her time as herself is running out. It also features two badass lesbians as the main characters!

I'll try to update this soonish, but you know how it goes. I look forward to hearing your thoughts!

Until next time!  
>SerenityQuill<p> 


End file.
